Some  call  it  mellowness 


Some  say  that  Camel  is  the  mellowest  ciga- 
rette ever  made.  Some  that  it's  mild  and 
smooth.  It's  really  all  good  things  in  one, 
and  that  is  why  it  is  supreme  upon  the 
pinnacle  of  modern  favor.  Camel's  popu- 
larity today  is  the  largest  that  any  cigarette 
ever  had. 

And,  it  costs  something  to  make  this  kind 
of  a  smoke.    It  costs  the  choicest  tohaccos 


that  money  can  huy,  and  a  blending  that 
spares  neither  time  nor  expense.  Each 
Camel  cigarette  is  as  full  of  value  as  the 
world  of  tobacco  can  give. 

You  can  be  sure  of  smoking  pleasure, 
serene  and  full,  in  these  quality  cigarettes. 
Smoke  all  of  them  you  want;  they  simply 
never  tire  the  taste. 

"Have  o  Camel!'^  ©ik- 


J.      REYNOLDS      TOBACCO      COMPANY,      WINSTON-SALEM 
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MITATIONS  OF 
GOOD  CLOTHES 


BUT^'^'^'* 


Have  Been  Tried  1^1    I    I    Thev  Never  Last 


WE  MAKE 
GOOD  CLOTHES 


REXFORD  &  KELDER 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

Kimball  Building,  25  Jackson  Blvd.,  East 

CHICAGO 


One 


"TIEDI^'p'UIDPIHrpAIRIROT 


Royal  has  earned  its  "N."  The 
"N"  stands  for  NICEST,  NEW- 
EST and  NIFTIEST  fabrics  in 
made  to  measure  clothes.  Correct 
Models  for  University  Men. 


Suit  or 
Overcoat 


$ 


30 


Made  to 
Measure 


At  Wholesale  Branch  Store 

1641   ORRINGTON  AVE. 

Open  Tues.,  Thurs.  and  Sat.  Evenings 

7-Day  Delivery  Schedule-No  Disappointments 


The  ROKAi.  Tailors 

ItN  >0,000  CITIES 


Who's  Crazy 


"Doggone,  Rastus,  ah'd  give  a  thousan'  dollahs  foh 
just  one  thing." 

"Man,  are  yo'  crazy^    You'd  give  a  thousan'  dollahs 
foh  what!'" 

"To  be  a  millionaire!  " 

— Medley 


Little  Johnny  (looking  at  triplets) ;  Which  ones  are 
you  gonna  drovxn,  ma^ 

— Flamingo 
First  Hello:  Bill  talks  so  much  he  reminds  me  of  a 
rattling  old  flivver. 

Second  Number  Please:   Yes,  but  his  clutch  isn't 
so  bad. 

—Froth 


Jeeves:  Did  you   tell   little  Jimmy  about  his  new- 
baby  brother^ 

Beeves:  Yes,  I  told  him  the  stork  had  brought  him 
one. 

Jeeves:  'What  did  he  say? 

Beeves :  My  gosh,  dad,  how  naive ! 

—Red  Cat 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Ahiier 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more   than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 


Aimer  Coe   &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  al  Church  Slreet 


Two 


nED^f)illPIPlLF|P^ROT 


Henry  C.Lijtton  8  Sons 

State  and  Jackson — Chicago       Orrington  and  Church — Evanston 

KP0NY 

ICMIS 

In  Cur 
Evanston  Shop 


Ivr Any  Outdoor 

Sport  or  any^ 

Winter  Wear. 

Think  of  a7ur 

Coat  With  these 

features  at  this 

price/  7ineAll 

Wool  Tadded 

Cinings.Vurable 

and  Odorless 

50  52-54 

inches  long 

£arge  Tioll 

Collar 
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UPTOWN 


EDGEWATER  1015  .  3 

RESERVATIONS  FOR  PARTIES,     \ 
TEAS  AND  BRIDGE  CLUBS  a 

a 
a 

! 


CSgpsg  llm  QIup 


1014  Wilson  Avenue 
2nd  Floor 


Progress 

Two  young  men  met  upon  the  street 

Their  step  was  quick;  appearance,  neat. 
Said  one,  "Say,  Henry,  good  old  scout, 

I  hear  the  new  Ford's  coming  out.  " 
The  years  had  passed  and  left  their  trace. 

Two  old  men  walked  w  ith  feeble  pace. 
Said  one,  "'Say,  Henry,  good  old  scout, 

I  hear  the  new  Ford's  coming  out.  " 

— Harvard  Lampoon 

"Why  the  sore  thumb^" 

"I  got  a  cigar  lighter  for  my  birthday.  ' 

— Gargoyle 

Little  Florence  came  home  from  school  one  day 
with  an  elated  look  on  her  cherubic  countenance. 
Going  to  her  daddy  she  exclaimed  proudly: 

"Daddy,  Vm  the  best  reader  in  our  class." 

"Why  that's  fine,  honey.  Did  teacher  say  you 
were?  " 

"No!  "  answered  our  little  heroine,  "I  heard  the 
others  read.  " 

— ^a^yr 

Here's  to  the  girls — the  young  ones — 

Not  too  young. 
For  the  good  die  young, 
And  nobody  wants  a  dead  one. 
Here's  to  the  girls — the  old  ones — 

Not  too  old. 
For  the  old  dye,  too. 
And  nobody  wants  a  dved  one' 

—  The  Old  Maid 


^^m^ 


DELICIOUS  j] 

CHICKEN  SALAD   SANDWICH,     1} 

PASTRY  AND  TEA,  75c  9 


1st  Burglar:  W'hatcha  doin'  now'' 

2nd  Alpha  Delt:  I'm  a  second  story  man. 

1st  ditto:  Whatcha  doin'  on  the  third  floor!' 

— Octopus 

She:  Dear,  1  wish  I  could  feel  perfectly  certain  that 
I  am  the  only  girl  you  e\'er  lo\'ed. 
He:  So  do  I,  darling. 

—  The  Old  Maid 

Dead  Language 

"I'm  majoring  in  Greek.    And  you!"" 
"Latin." 

"Well,  we  11  ha\e  to  get  together  and  talk  o\'er  old 
times." 

— Octopus 

"Do  you  typewrite  with  two  fingers^  ' 
"No,  with  all  of  them.    When  one  pair  gets  tired  I 
use  two  others.  " 

— Octopus 


YOUR  FORTUNE  WILL  BE  READ 


a 


C     GRATIS  FROM  YOUR  TEA  CUP     {| 

^  HOURS.   11  A.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  3 

SUNDAYS:    4:30  P.  M.    to  10  P.  M.  Q 


Satan:  I  can't  understand  vour  freezing  down  here 
in  hell ! 

Sinner:  S-say,  y-you  don't  know  the  w-w- woman 
that  c-c-caused  my  being  here,  b-b-brother,  brrrrrrr! 

— Ghost 
"Lm  sorry  if  this  upsets  \ou,  "  said  the  interference 
as  he  blocked  the  end. 

— Gargoyle 


Four 


Atta  Boy! 

I  useta  play  da  handa  org' 

An'  maka  plenta  mon' : 

Da  cheeldren  dance  around  an'  seen 

We  have  da  lotta  fun. 

Da  parents  sect  een  da  weendows, 

They  lika  hear  me  play: 

An"  w'en  they  drop  da  mon'  to  mc, 

I  leeft  my  hat  an'  say: 

Atta  boy! 
You  geeva  me  da  moocha  joy. 
I  lika  to  feex  my  wife  up  neat, 
An'  buy  da  keeds  good  teengs  to  eat 
You  cheer  me  as  I  tramp  da  street, 
You  mak  my  life  so  nize,  so  sweet — 

Atta  "boy ! 

I'm  waiter  now  een  smalla  cafe; 
Eet  ees  a  nice-a  place. 
I  carry  ham  an'  eggs  all  day, 
An'  balance  dem  weet  grace. 
W'enever  gentleman  ees  done, 
An'  tips  me  for  serveece, 
Always  right  after  heem  I  run, 
An',  grateful,  tell  heem  dees: 

Atta  boy ! 
You  geeva  me  da  moocha  joy. 
I  use  da  dough  you  gee\"a  me 
For  feed  da  beega  family. 
I  t'ank  you,  sir,  een  greata  glee, 
Nex'  time  I  geev  you  butta, — free 

Atta  boy! 


E.  W. 


M^ 


'Use  the  word  \irtue  in  a  sentence. 
'Virtue  go  last  night ^' 


"I  want  to  borrow  one  of  your  shirts." 
"One  like  you  ha\'e  on?  " 
"No,  a  clean  one.  " 


-Kitty- Kat 


'Whither  goes  thou,  little  flea?" 
'To  the  dogs." 


-The  Old  Maid 


Pvt.:  Halt!    Who  goes  there? 
Voice:  Moses. 

Pvt.:  Advance,  Moses,  and  give  the  Ten  Command- 
ments! 

— Chaparral 


St.  Peter:  Who  knocks^ 
Newcomer:  An  evangelist. 

St.  Peter:  Sorry,  but  there's  no  one  here  to  be  sa\ed. 

— Pitl  Panther 


Dizzy:  Who  was  Booker  T.  Washington? 

Izzy:  That's  easy.    George  Washington's  father. 

Dizzy:  Hmm.    Didn't  think  you'd  know. 

—Red  Cat 
Five 


On,  Wisconsin! 

Jack  McGrath  gives  a  vivid  picture  of 
Wisconsin  in  the  January  College  Hu- 
mor. All  about  its  students,  fraterni- 
ties, problems,  its  great  and  near-great. 

Other  special  features  include  Back  to 
Mother,  by  Wallace  Irwin,  a  complete 
novelette  of  two  young  people  which 
shows  all  the  tenderness  and  dismay 
of  the  first  year  of  marriage. 

Peter  B.  Kyne's  first  story  for  this  mag- 
azine appears.  Grantland  Rice  writes 
on  All-Atnericans  of  All  Time,  and 
there  are  many  others. 


$2,000  art  contest  closes  January 
15,  1928.  Important  announce- 
ment in  College  Humor  follow- 
ing issue.     Send  drawings  now! 


Two     Gift      Subscriptions     for     $5 


ART  WORK :                                                                              Page 
Pictorial  Map — Lillian  Fitch 4 
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ELECTRIC: 

General  Electric  Company 8 

FLORIST: 

London's  Flower  Shop  .    ■ 36 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 34 

HOTEL : 

North  Shore  Hotel 34 

JEWELER : 

Lee  Nelson 36 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS 

Charter  House 36 
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Samuel  L.  Pais 35 
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CAFETERIA 

ESTABLISHED  1905 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 


BREAKFAST  6:45  to  8:30 
LUNCH  11:15  to  1:30 

DINNER  5:15  to  7:30 

NOT  OPEN  SUNDAYS 


SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 
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Ted  Lewis  Goes  Crazy 

Mammy  mammy  yo'  babeh  boy  is  headin'  home  to 
that  certain  party  I  hear  those  churchbells  ringin' 
and  I'm  jealous  of  that  little  bluebird  around  the 
corner  mammy  mammy  is  everybody  happy  I've  got 
those  Beale  street  blues  for  my  Lulu  Belle  that's  all 
there  is  there  isn't  any  sunshine  let's  get  hot  I'm  a 
good  girl  but  why  worry  about  that  because  you're 
five  feet  two  tired  mammy  mammy  gimme  a  little 
kiss  because  I've  got  It's  all  over  when  I  said  that  I 
loved  you  in  St.  Louis  blues  my  mamma's  in  town 
let's  get  hot  mammy  MAMmy  MAMMEH ! 

— Octopus 

Traffic  Cop:  Come  on,  sister.  What's  the  matter 
w  ith  you  ^ 

She:  I'm  fine,  thanks,  but  my  engine's  dead 

—  The  Old  Maid 


Shed  a  tear  for  a  poor  little  frosh, 
Alas,  he  discoxered  too  late 
When  he  signed  up  for  six  eight  o'clocks 
That  each  was  a  class,  not  a  date. 


"What  cigarettes  do  you  smoke' 
"Anybody's. " 


-Octopus 


-Punch  Bold 


The  paradoxical  problem  of  college  comic  irriters  is 
to  produce  jokes  ichich  please  both  faculty  and  students. 

— A'lugicump 


W 


XMAS  GIFTS 

for 
Dad — Brother — Friend 


\{    Neckwear    - 

$1.50     - 

$4.00 

|;    Mufflers      - 

$3.50     - 

$12.00 

i'     Gloves    -     - 

$2.00     - 

$6.50 

ijt     Hosiery  -     - 

$1.00     - 

$3.50 

||;    Shirts     -     - 

1 

$2.50     - 

$6.00 

Men's  Gifts  Can  Best  Be 
Bought  at  a  Man's  Store 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

Two  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 


The  sweetest  pipe  in  the  world 

At  any  smoker,  you'll  usually  see  the  widest 
smiles  behind  Milanos.  Thsy  make  even 
low-brow  tobacco  taste  good. 

All  popular  models — plain  or  rustic  finish — 
$3.50  up.  All  "insured"  for  your  protec- 
tion. Look  for  the  white  triang'e  on  the 
stem. 

VVM.  DEMUTH  &  CO. 

World^s  Largest  Makers  of  Fine  Pipes 
23)  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York 

'CJhc  Insured  Pipe 

'Jti  0.00/0  6" 


No.  1739 

A    university  favorite. 

Has   smart,   iong   stem. 


(^ 


Vm  Surprised! 

He  doesn't  say  it — but  his  glance  tells  that 
and  more.  Her  hosiery  just  doesn't  match 
her  dress. 

Xow  the  smart  thing  for  Mary  Jane  to  do  is 
to  dash  to  the  Phi  Omega  Pi  Shop  immedi- 
ately. Here  she  will  find  the  newest,  the 
smartest  in  hosiery — gloves — purses  and 
tailored  imdergarments.  And  the  prices  .  .  . 
well — see  for  yourself. 

Phi    O    Shop 

1723y2  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston 
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When  Xerxes  wept 


This  mammoth  steam  tur- 
bine with  a  total  capacity 
of  208,000  kilowatts  (280,- 
000  horse  power)  will  be 
installed  in  the  new  station 
of  the  State  Line  Generat- 
ing Company  near  Chicago. 
What  a  striking  contrast 
between  this  huge  generat- 
ing unit  and  the  group  of 
home  devices  it  operates 
— MAZDA  lamps,  fans, 
vacuum  cleaners,  and  many 
others.  Yet  General  Electric 
makes  both. 


THE  great  Persian  ruler  gazed  from  a  hill- 
top upon  his  vast  army  of  a  million  men. 
It  was  the  largest  army  that  had  ever  existed. 
And  he  turned  away  with  tears  in  his  eyes 
because  in  a  hundred  years  all  trace  of  it 
would  be  gone.  That  army  was  a  symbol  of 
power,  destructive  and  transient. 

Today  in  one  machine,  now  being  built  in  the 
General  Electric  shops,  there  is  combined 
the  muscular  energy  of  two  million  men.  This 
great  machine,  a  steam  turbine,  is  also  a 
symbol  of  power — a  new  power  that  is  con- 
structive and  permanent. 

Its  unprecedented  size,  a  record  in  construc- 
tion of  such  machines,  is  a  pledge  to  the  people 
that  the  electrical  industry  is  on  the  march, 
ever  on  the  alert  to  supply  plenty  of  electricity 
at  a  low  cost  to  all. 


GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


GENERAL 


ELECTRIC 


COMPANY 


SCHENECTADY 
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The 

Purple 
Parrot 

presents  the 

Chicago 

NUMBER 

DECEMBER 
192  7 
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To  Whom  We  Dedicate -- 


Nine 
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Jack-in- the-Box 


$ 


Ten 


•NORTHWESTERN  •  UNIVLRSIT  ¥■ 


Volume  VIII 


DECEMBER  1927 


Number  3 


Childe  Rowland 

Childe  Rowland  to  L.  H.  tower  came. 

His  word  ivas  still,  "Fie,  foh,  and  turn, 
I  smell  the  blood  of  a  college  man. 

And  that  is  why  I  tardy  come 

To  ascertain  what  is  the  sum 
Of  wit  possessed  by  learned  swains, 

And  whether  it  is  different  from 
The  wit  I  find  in  common  brains. 

Childe  Rowland  wandered  up  and  down 

The  byivays  of  the  campus  sod. 
And  sniffed  for  blood  about  the  town: 

Full  many  blocks  he  must  have  trod 

Ere  he  cried  out,  "By  Aaron's  rod. 
No  manly  blood  I  find  herein, 

For  all  the  he-men  yaivn  and  nod 
As  if  their  blood  were  weak  and  thin." 

And  pondering  upon  this  thing, 

Childe  Rou'land  dropped  into  a  class 

Where  everyone  was  slumbering. 

Whilom  the  prof  harangued  the  mass 
And  filled  the  atmosphere  with  gas 

Of  soporific  brand:  who  blew. 
And  bleiv,  until  it  came  to  pass 

Childe  Rowland  fell  to  snoring,  too. 

And  so  it  was  another  man  had  found. 

That  while  one  from  the  cup  of  truth  would  quaf 

It's  foolishness  to  try  to  hold  your  ground 
Against  the  gaseous  onslaughts  of  a  prof. 


A  Chicago  Candidate  Speaks  for  Election 

\\\  unworthy  opponent  for  the  sacred  position  of 
Mayorof  thiscity  isa--  '  :-"&{-  !!!!!%— -'^*** —! 
and  furthermore  all  his  relations  are  —!!!!!!  — "|$%-& 

—  " ' !"— .    At  the  age  of  eighteen  he  committed  — **** 

—  hut  this  was  hushed  up  by  his  skunk  friends  who 
are  —  !!!!!!  —****_  too.  I  will  spare  your  ears  more  of 
these  — ** ! ! ! —  particulars  about  my  opponent  because 
my  tender  nature  revolts  against  ill-language,  by 
^1 II I  __.  I 

I  myself  was  brunged  up  in  a  Christian  home  by 
honest  hardworking  God-fearing  parents  who  have 
since  passed  on  to  their  reward;  never  missed  a  day 
at  school,  always  wiped  the  dishes  for  my  sainted 
mother,  used  to  light  my  daddy's  cigar  and  get  his 
slippers  every  night,  and  never  borrowed  or  stole  in 
my  life.  My  venture  upon  the  matrimonial  seas  has 
been  a  meadow  of  contentment  and  bliss,  where  I 
repose  though  the  winds  of  discord  rage  without  my 
doors.  I  love  my  wife  solely  for  her  beautiful  soul, 
and  she  loves  me  for  mine.  I  pray  for  my  sins  nightly 
although  I  never  have  committed  any,  and  stand  al- 
ways ready  to  meet  my  Maker. 

Therefore,  fellow  citizens,  on  these  broad  and  far- 
sighted  issues  I  have  just  outlined  for  our  city  govern- 
ment, I  ask  your  votes;  I  demand  them,  may  I  say, 
in  the  name  of  all  that  is  clean-minded  and  upright; 
and  —!!!!?—**,  whatever  you  do,  do  not  vote  for  that 
-***!!!  !XXXXXX !-  who  has  had  the  - ' ! !  *  *-  ^&&— 
!!!!!!!!%%%-***!  nerve  to  run  agin  me! 

I  tanks  youse. 


"When  I  saw  her,  she  was  wearing  her  skirts  four 
feet  from  the  ground." 

"My  Gawd,  where  is — ' 

"Don't  get  hot.  She  was  standing  on  the  porch 
steps." 

The  difference  between  an  optimist  and  a  pessimist 
is,  that  the  pessimist  believes  all  women  are  bad — the 
optimist  hopes  the  pessimist  is  right. 

Righto! 

I.  Amthknutts  was  applying  for  a  position  in  a 
large  Chicago  firm. 

Manager;  Are  you  a  university  man^ 

I.  Amthknutts;  No,  I  graduated  from  Chicago. 


'■^^^ 


'Let's  go  see  'The  Way  of  All  Flesh.'  " 
'Where's  it  showing^  " 
'At  the  stock-vards." 


A  Hot  One 

There  are  trials  ivhich  assume  great 
proportions: 
There  are  trials  at  which  many 
will  scoff. 
But  the  trial  of  my  lije  is  one  to  cause 
strife — 
A  room-mate  who  turns  the  heat 
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"A  State  Street  store  is  having  a  fit  of  jealousy." 
■■\Vhy^" 

"Dryden  says  that  none  but  the  brave  deserve  the 
fair,  and  forgets  to  mention  the  Boston  Store." 

Dirge 

I  toll  the  dirge  of  the  forlorn  and  beaten, 

The  melancholy  tale  of  those  who  fail; 
I  dedicate  this  not  to  those  who  conquer 

And  those  who  win  success's  high  wassail, 
But  rather  to  the  drab  unhonored  drudges 

Who  never  won  a  woman  or  a  bet 
I  dedicate  this  bit  of  affectation 

For  what  small  balm  in  Gilead  they  may  get. 

This  piteous  lamentation  I  ani  raising 

May  come  to  naught  of  good  yet  naught  of  harm; 
Still  I  shall  feel  repaid  for  all  my  efforts 

If  some  fell  flunker's  ears  it  serves  to  charm, 
If  to  some  dozen  unrequited  lovers 

It  bears  this  thought,  amid  the  wrack  and  gloom. 
That  petticoats  like  clouds  have  silver  linings 

And  skirts  are  but  a  guise  for  sitting  room. 

Ye  lovers,  sad  and  ivan,  ere  ye  must  perish. 

Preserve  this  cynic's  gem  within  your  dome: 
The  blithe  young  sprite  who  handed  you  the  ozone 

Will  live  to  languish  in  the  Spinster's  Home; 
Again,  so  you  may  snicker  up  your  coat-sleeve, 

Commit  to  memory  this  proverb  true: 
The  dame  who  married  Algernon  de  Puyster 

Shall  rue  the  day  she  gave  the  gate  to  you. 

And  likewise,  flunkers  profligate  or  plodding, 

All  famous  men  have  not  been  college  bred. 
But  browned  their  worthy  loaves  in  other  ovens 

Than  those  in  which  the  As  and  B's  are  spread. 
Foul  not  the  air  with  bovine  baivls  discordant. 

Go  garner  heavy  kale  ivithin  your  lap. 
And  then  some  day  meander  back  to  college 

And  ask  your  prof  who  was  the  biggest  sap. 


The  Month  in  Books 

Last  month  saw  the  debut  of  two  more  books  wel- 
come to  those  who  have  hopes  for  literary  Chicago. 
W  ith  the  publication  of  these  two  volumes  our  city 
can  well  claim  to  be  the  capital  of  letters  of  our  fair 
country.  They  are,  in  order  of  publication,  A  Cata- 
logue (Sears  Roebuck  and  Co.,  pub.)  by  Eversomany- 
guys,  a  new  luminary  in  the  literary  firmament,  and 
The  Catalogue  (Montgomery  Ward  and  Co.,  pub.)  by 
Somemorebozos,  a  close  rival  of  the  formerly  men- 
tioned litterateur. 

Mere  words  and  phrases  such  as  I  can  weave  fail  to 
describe  the  sparkling  content  of  these  works.  The 
art  illustrations  in  them  are  as  multifarious  as  they 
are  astounding.  No  subject  under  the  sun  has  been 
overlooked  in  comment,  and  all  are  treated  with  the 
utmost  frankness  in  accordance  with  the  modern  trend 
toward  stark  realism — a  fact  which  I  know  will  over- 
joy Chicago's  intelligentsia.  We  are  only  too  glad 
that  they  were  not  first  made  known  in  Boston  or 
Philadelphia,  where  they  would  surely  ha\'e  been  sup- 
pressed at  the  hands  of  unappreciative  morons. 

And  it  is  all  too  true  that  with  the  advent  of  these 
two  books  so  indelibly  stamped  with  the  mark  of 
Middle  Western  genius,  Carl  Sandburg  and  Edwin 
Balmer  and  the  rest  of  our  literati  will  have  to  look  to 
their  laurels. 

I  may  say  in  conclusion  that  two  such  comprehen- 
si\"e  and  yet  subtle  volumes  I  ha\  e  not  read  in  years 
and  years  and  years. 

Fannv  \  ulture 
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Dearest, 

I  have  enclosed  a  couple  of  snapshots  of  myself. 
They  aren't  very  nice,  but  you  can  keep  them  on 
condition  that  you  burn  them  up. 

'^'our  lo\'ey,  dovey, 

Flossie. 


"^'es,  sir,  brother,  you  and  me  is  broad-minded 
enough  to  see  that  what  this  'ere  collitch  needs  is  a 
modern  St.  Patrick." 
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Baedeker  Directory  of  Chicago 

Location — Chicago  is  located  just  to  the  left  of  Lake 
Michigan,  and  about  six  miles  directly  this  side  of 
Hell  (ref.  A.  Semple  McPherson). 
Weather — The  weather  in  Chicago  is  idea!  all  year 
around — for  fish.  Clear  days  occurslightly  less  often 
than  eclipses. 
Transportation — One  may  walk  or  ride.  If  one  walks, 
bullet  proof  vests  may  be  purchased  at  any  corner 
drug  store.  Ambulances  and  hearses  furnish  con- 
venient and  rapid  return  transportation.  If  one 
rides,  it  is  advisable  to  take  out  a  $10,000  insurance 
policy  for  a  dollar  from  any  of  the  local  newspapers. 
This  is  one  of  the  best  ways  known  of  making  a 
rapid  turnover  on  a  small  investment. 
Amusements — The  chief  amusements  are  wine, 
women,  and  song,  for  which  the  near  North  Side, 
South  State  Street  and  the  Civic  Opera  are  respec- 
tively notorious.  Other  famous  amusements  in 
Chicago  are  the  theatres,  the  newspapers  and  the 
mayor. 
Places  of  Interest — The  Art  Institute  is  one  of  the 
finest  in  the  world.  It  is  just  across  the  street  from 
Schulte's  Cigar  Store. 

The  Field  Museum  is  a  most  remarkable  institu- 
tion. From  the  front  steps  one  can  just  barely  see 
the  football  games  in  Soldiers'  Field  without  paying 
admission. 

The  Public  Library  is  a  kind  of  shelter  house, 
frequently  visited  by  public  officials  v\ho  come  to 
start  bonfires  there  on  cold  days. 

The  Wrigley  building  is  a  fitting  tribute  to  the 
energy  of  millions  of  American  jaws.  When  first 
erected,  there  were  many  rumors  that  it  would  be 
moved  at  once  for  gumming  up  the  river. 

The  Stock  Yards — A  bully  place  to  go  to. 

The  Ghetto — Ku  Klux  Klan  district. 

University  of  Chicago — Of  interest  to  geologists — 
has  the  most  extensive  collection  of  fossils  in  the 
world. 

The  Board  of  Trade — A  free  market — here  one 
can  exchange  something  for  nothing. 

The  Village — So-called  Bohemia  where  so-called 
artists  discuss  so-called  art  over  so-called  liquor. 

Twentieth  Century  Limited  (going  east) — New 
Yorker's  idea  of  the  best  part  of  Chicago. 

B.  A.  W. 


"Hist,  see  you  old  Himmelheifer  there ^  He  sure 
has  the  dough — shhh!— he's  a  fixer  of  Chicago  public 
bodies." 

"Ah  ha,  another  of  them  damn  crooked  politicians!" 
"Naw,  just  undertaker  at  the  morgue." 


Lady:     You're  it.     Now  you  chase  me. 

Stranger:     What's  wrong  with  you? 

Lady:     Nothing,  sir;  it's  just  another  tag  day. 


Wife:  "What's  the  idea  of  dropping  that  carton 
of  cigarettes  out  of  the  window  ^ " 

Husband:  "If  those  cats  outside  would  only 
smoke  them,  they  wouldn't  keep  us  up  every  night 
till  two  in  the  morning." 

Public  Art  Exhibits 

In  ages  past  the  Greeks  dreamed  of  making  aesthet- 
ics a  public  commodity,  but  it  has  remained  for 
Chicago  (and  what  other  city  could?)  to  realize  this 
cherished  ideal.  All  up  and  down  our  unrivalled 
boulevards  and  avenues  are  displayed  to  the  common 
gaze  such  works  of  art  as  would  make  Praxiteles  com- 
mit hari-kari  could  he  see  them  [but  not  in  envy 
(Ed.  Note.)].  The  very  empty  lots  and  dreary  "L" 
platforms  are  brightened  by  their  beauty,  revivified  by 
their  aesthetic  perfection. 

And  what  is  more,  we  practical  moderns  have  put 
one  over  on  the  Greeks.  We  make  our  public  art  pay 
for  itself  in  good  iron  men,  thanks  to  Advertising, 
sweet  offspring  of  pen  and  brush.  Truly  themillennium 
has  come,  when  the  man-in-the-street  pauses  to  feast 
his  soul  and  gratify  his  better  self  by  gazing  in  rapt 
abstraction  upon  a  sunburnt  lady  applying  Itch- 
more's  salve  to  her  upper  shank,  upon  glorified  radio 
sets  done  in  purple  and  mauve,  upon  ethereally  tinted 
digestive  pills  looking  good  enough  not  to  eat! 

Indeed,  I  may  say  that  the  billboards  of  the  City  of 
Chicago  are  such  as  no  other  citv  would  own. 

C.  Jay  Bullyet 
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AY,  if  it  were  not  that  mid-semester  grades  have  been  most  efficiently  sent  to  our  various  homes  by  the 
painstaking  registrar's  office,  Polly  could  wish  every  one  the  Merriest  of  Merry  Christmases  and  the 
Happiest  of  Happv  New  Years— and  know  It  would  do  some  good.  .  .  .  But  perhaps  he  grows  too  pessimistic; 
it  may  be  that  the  lusty  and  traditional  cheer  of  the  holidays  has  infinite  power  to  dispel  whatever  clouds  of 
gloom  the  mid-year  results  have  cast  over  the  eyes  of  the  unstudious. 

In  fact,  he  hereby  publicly  recants  for  anything  he  ever  said  otherwise.  He  knows  that  not  the  cares  of  all 
the  world  can  withstand  the  genial  warmth  of  the  crackling  Yulelog,  the  festive  brilliance  of  the  lighted  tree, 
the  joy  of  blessedly  impractical  gifts  given  and  received,  the  shock  of  the  guardedly  tactful  yet  none  the  less 
ecstatic  reunion  with  the  old  home-town  beau.  That  last  is  a  point  well  to  be  watched,  for  whate\-er  sweet 
nothings  you  whispered  into  the  ear  of  the  girl  you  took  to  the  Formal,  you've  got  to  forget  all  about  them 
except  as  such  when  promoting  the  suspicious  girl-you-left-behind-you. 

But  there  goes  that  Polly  again,  dragging  in  the  unnecessary.  Somebody  please  throw  some  celluloid 
snow  on  his  back  or  wreathe  his  purple  neck  with  a  sprig  o'  holly.  Or  jingle  some  bells  and  tell  him  to  go  right 
to  sleep  now  or  he'll  wake  up  and  find  out  that  Santy  wouldn't  come  as  long  as  he  kept  his  eyes  open.  Better 
still,  hang  a  wisp  of  mistletoe  over  the  door  he  likes  best  and  invite  him  over. 

So,  in  his  incoherent  manner,  Polly  has  extended  the  season's  greetings  to  one  and  all  and  anybody  else 
hanging  around,  and  he  leaves  with  a  heart  full  of  contentment  to  ramble  to  his  own  fireside  where  he  expects 
soon  some  snow  y  morning  when  the  silver  Christmas  bells  are  ringing  to  find  a  nice  big  box  of  soda-crackers  all 
done  up  in  red  and  green  ribbons. 
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The  "I  Will"  Spirit 

Every  six  months  the  mayor  of  the  City  of  Chicago  or  the  District  Attorney  or  somebody  treks  down  to 
Washington  to  tell  the  assembled  Congress  his  ancestral  bailiwick  by  Lake  Michigan  is  not  in  an  open  condition 
of  unbridled  murder  and  rapine,  that  the  old  joint  isn't  half  as  bad  as  it's  painted,  and  that  the  state  militia 
are  absolutely  not  needed  to  restore  order.  Thus  ever  and  anon  some  outraged  citizen  vindicates  the  sullied 
honor  of  his  constituents,  and  likes  to  think  secretly  he  assured  himself  a  few  future  votes.  But  his  pains  are 
taken  in  vain. 

For  these  heroic  vindicators  do  not  realize  that  in  so  doing  they  bruise  a  tender  sentiment  cherished  by  all 
the  truly  Chicagoese.  Why,  everyone  and  his  nearest  relation  knows  what  a  veritable  sink  of  iniquity  Chicago 
is — just  ask  almost  any  Chicagoan,  if  you  want  to  find  out!  Indeed,  it  is  a  curious  fact  that  while  a  citizen  of 
any  other  city  tries  his  best  to  hide  the  local  statistics  on  murder  and  wholesale  pillage,  a  Chicagoan  worthy  of 
the  name  becomes  genuinely  insulted  if  anyone  else  (especially  a  New  Yorker  or  a  Detroiter)  dares  to  under- 
quote the  Windy  City's  yearly  achievements  in  homicide  or  playful  manslaughter. 

Subconsciously,  this  is  more  than  a  point  of  pride  with  him;  it  is  the  subtle  romance  of  his  very  existence: 
because,  like  most  average  people  everywhere  else,  he  has  few  personal  qualities  worth  boasting  about,  and  he 
would  perish  away  could  he  not  repose  out  on  some  front  \eranda  w  hen  he  is  \'acationing  out-of-town  and  gloat 
and  chortle  by  the  hour  o\'er  the  justly  murderous  reputation  of  his  native  heath.  It  supplies  him  with  a  kind 
of  second  and  far  more  glamorous  personality,  no  doubt;  spouting  volubly  about  fierce  gunmen  and  "thrill- 
mad  "  night-lifers,  it  is  not  long  before  he  vicariously  imagines  himself  a  second  Al  Capone,  sawed-off  shot-gun 
in  hand,  or  a  delicious  Chicagoese  mixture  of  Paul  Ash  and  Sam  Putnam.  At  this  point  he  rises  in  exuberance 
and  pokes  an  imaginary  gat  into  the  ribs  of  some  yokel  to  "show  you  how  it's  done  where  I  come  from,  "  or 
scares  some  hopeful  old  maid  out  of  her  chronic  rheumatism  by  inexpertly  demonstrating  "how  they  throw  a 
mean  Black  Bottom  down  at  the  'Sunset.' 

Should  any  sarcastic  one  nearby  ask  this  typical  Chicagoan  w  hat  else  his  metropolis  is  good  for  besides 
making  itself  convenient  for  undertakers'  conventions,  there  always  remains  the  brawling  city-of-the-big- 
shoulders  hog-butcher-and-tool-maker-for-the-world  line  of  applebutter.  For  next  to  drooling  over  the  casualty 
list  of  his  city,  nothing  so  intrigues  the  Chicagoan  as  an  opportunity  to  dilate  upon  the  "elemental  poetry  hidden 
in  its  vital  immensity,  "  the  "unconquerable  spirit  of  its  starry-eyed  youthfulness"  the  "lusty  gusto  of  raw 
energies  in  the  mighty  throes  of  creation,"  etc.,  etc.  Of  course  he  never  speaks  of  these  things  or  even  thinks 
of  them  at  home;  he  reads  about  most  of  them  in  a  book  by  some  expatriated  author  fled  to  New  York,  and 
saves  them  up  for  such  moments  as  this. 

When  he  does  return  to  work  and  the  one-arm  restaurants,  he  foregathers  w  ith  a  herd  of  his  fellows  and 
cusses  out  the  administration  for  not  stamping  out  "all  this  rampant  law  lessness,  "  or  applauds  the  latest  eye- 
sore the  Amalgamated  Pea-Shooter  Manufacturers  have  erected  on  W'acker  Drive.   .   .   . 

A  Suggested  Tribute 

Polly  knows  well  he  is  no  pioneer  when  he  suggests  the  raising  of  a  statue  in  Grant  Park  to  commemorate 
the  public  labors  of  'is  Heminence,  Big  Bill  Thompson.  But  he  does  feel  that  previous  designs  ha\e  been 
lacking  in  the  sublimity  and  complexity  requisite  to  such  a  subject.  Surely  U.  J.  (Sport)  Herman  and  J.  Lewis 
Coath,  those  stout  mayoral  henchmen,  cannot  be  overlooked  in  the  composition  of  this  memorial;  therefore 
Polly  has  plagiarized  from  the  masterpieces  of  classical  sculpture,  deciding  that  the  Lacoon  is  the  only  group 
after  which  to  pattern  our  projected  monument. 

Let  Hizzoner,  conceived  in  heroic  proportions,  writhe  as  the  central  figure,  with  Sport  and  J.  Lew  is  con- 
torting themselves  on  either  side.  And  in  and  among  them,  in  place  of  the  mythical  sea-serpent,  let  there  be 
entwined  a  terrifyingly  life-like  length  of  petrified  bologna — studded  at  one  end  with  the  British  Crown.  In 
this  manner  enfigured  as  at  grips  with  the  public  enemy,  this  heroic  triumvirate,  when  set  atop  the  Field 
Museum,  may  typify  in  eternal  tableau  the  glory  that  is  municipal  gox'ernment  and  the  grandeur  that  is  Chicago. 
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A  Fallen  Scepter 

Another  jester  has  quitted  the  royal  dais  and,  arrayed  in  bra\'e  motley,  has  taken  himself  and  his  jingling 
coxcomb  to  where  our  ears  can  no  longer  hear  the  tinkle  of  its  bells.  For  it  has  been  almost  a  month  since 
Francis  Key,  a  former  editor  of  the  University  of  Illinois  Siren,  died  following  a  prolonged  breakdown. 

The  court  of  mirth  sits  silent.  The  lords  and  ladies  of  laughter  ha\-e  ceased  from  all  merriment  as  they 
listen  to  the  echo  of  a  muffled  tintinnabulation  of  tiny  bells  w  aning  and  dying  away  throughout  the  long  corridors 
of  the  palace.  Without,  the  barred  portcullis  falls  with  a  brazen  clangor.  For  a  trice  the  draw-bridge  spans 
the  moat  to  let  a  solitary  figure,  a  straight  young  lad,  tall,  and  with  a  firm  tread,  pass  over  and  out  into  the 
night.   .   .   . 

The  gay  court  sits  silent.  He  who  is  missing  would  turn  a  tart  quip  upon  their  somber  aspect,  were  he 
present.  The  ludicrous  head  of  an  ass,  fixed  atop  a  light  and  fallen  scepter,  grins  at  the  solemn  company, 
but  with  small  comfort  to  them.  New  and  unaccustomed  hands  are  loath  to  take  up  the  slim  shaft  again,  and 
it  lies  untouched  athwart  the  throne. 
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America  First 

White  was  a  U.  S.  subject 

Who  loved  his  country's  powers. 

"England  ought  to  perish 
And  wave  that  flag  of  ours." 

He  was  a  handkerchief  maker 
And  tried  to  build  his  trade. 

"England  ought  to  blow  and 
Use  kerchiefs  U.  S.  made." 

White  took  a  trip  to  England, 
The  land  that  bore  his  hate, 

Loaded  with  propaganda, 
Began  to  propagate. 

He  wrote  a  book  called  "Fury," 
Chuck-full  with  discontent. 

The  ink  he  filled  with  cold-germs — 
Two  objects  his  intent. 

White's   "Fury  "   was  the  season's 
rage, 

And  here's  what  did  ensue: 
The  readers  were  susceptible — 

They  all  read  White  and  blew  . 


Chicago's  Own 

Come  on,  you.  stick   em  up,  big  boy, 
That  wad'll  cripple  you  soon; 

An'  what  d'ye  think  this  is,  a  toy? 
Fork  over  the  dough,  you  prune. 

I'm  out  in  search  of  an  easy  thrill; 

Gimme  the  goods  now,  quick. 
V(  hat!  just  small  change  and  not  a 
bill' 

Take  that,  you  stingy  hick. 

Gosh — but  you're  a  sight  to  lamp. 
Your  skull  like  a  cracked  egg-shell: 

Oh,  well,  gimme  a  light,  you  tramp, 
'N  so  long,  I'll  see  \ou  in  hell. 
E.  V.  S. 


As  Shakespeare  would  write  it 
today: 

Brutus:  Caesar  was  collegiate, 
therefore  I  killed  him. 


'^ 


Educational  Chicago 

1 .  Barber  College. 

.  Chiropractor's  Institute. 

.  University  of  Osteopathy. 

.  Barber  College. 

.  Barber  College. 

.  Barber  College. 

.  University  of  Chicago. 

.  More  Barber  Colleges. 
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Willie  in  the  caldron  fell. 
Said  his  mother,  "Aint  that  Hell? 
Now  we're  in  an  awful  plight. 
We  won't  have  no  soup  tonight." 


This  line  represents  the  amount 
of  homework  that  your  prof  gives 
you  to  do. 
And  this  line  equals  the  amount 

that  he  expects  you  to  do. 

And  this  is  what  you  expect  to  do. 
This  amount  you  really  do. 
This  is  your  credit. 

And  this  line  may  give  you  some 
idea  of  the  length  of  the  profs 
talk  on  the  general  poorness  of  the 
papers  he  received. 

Heard  in  a  Chicago  family: 
"Now,  honey,  you  must  be  in 

bed   before  the  first  shot    is  fired 

tonight.  " 

First  Student :  What's  the  date  ? 
Second  Candy:  Delta  Gamma. 


"So  you  work  in  a  restaurant 
now  ;  what  do  you  do^  " 

"Oh,  I  split  peas  for  the  split  pea 
soup.  " 

This  guy  Willie  Plant  must  be 
good ;  he  wins  all  his  races  in  a  walk. 


"Fd  be  a  millionaire  under  ( 
one  condition." 
""VVhat'sthat?" 
"That  I  had  a  million  dollar 
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The  Great  Rescue  Act 

Oncet  upon  a  time  they  was  a  slab  named  Chicago 
which  was  a  Indian  name  for  stink- weed  on  account 
some  Indian  first  discovered  it  on  a  hot  day  when  the 
wind  was  blowing  his  way  from  the  stockyards.  The 
populace  of  this  burg  was  numbered  about  3.000,000 
souls,  not  counting  the  200,000  which  was  killed  by 
autos  yesterday.  This  3  mill  was  divvied  up  as 
follows,  viz.  and  to-wit: 

Bootleggers,  1,500,000;  Business  men,  928,642; 
Scofflaws.  928,642 ;  Gunmen,  83,420 ;  Policemen,  1 32^ ; 
Crooked  Politicians,  14,987;  Murderers  (including 
union  officials,  cab  drivers,  hootch  makers  and  the 
etc.),  34,963  ;  Undertakers,  35,000. 

Of  course  these  figures  aint  so  accurate,  seeing  as  how 
the  population  is  so  transitory  like — you  know,  here 
today  and  gone  tomorrow?  The  reason  they  is  14,987 
crooked  politicians  in  Chicago  is  because  they  is  only 
14,987  politicians  in  Chicago.  This  noble  village  and 
Paris  has  alius  been  about  the  same  size  and  has  been 
great  rivals,  because  as  soon  as  any  guy  which  ever 
lived  in  either  of  these  burgs  ever  become  sober,  he 
gets  filled  with  a  passionate  longing  to  go  back  to 
Ottumwa  or  Ashtabula  or  where  the  soever  he  hails 
from.  Well,  Chicago  got  jealous  of  all  the  publicity 
Paris  was  getting  on  account  it  had  a  private  war  in  its 
own  back  yard,  so  this  noble  city  decides  to  throw  a 
war  itself.  Well,  alongsides  from  the  fracas  they 
started,  the  European  squabble  wouldst  look  like  a 

Continued  on  page  thirty-one 


'"What  is  the  future  of  'present' 
"Will  exchange." 


Chicago  Anne:  I  see  by  the  papers  that  a  woman 
was  found  living  with  a  wealthy  banker — 

Evanston  Eva:  Scandalous  the  way  codes  are 
broken ! 

Chicago  Anne:  Certainly  is, — the  woman  being 
his  wife. 

To  a  Girl  with  a  Blue  Roadster 

Fair,  dainty  damosel  with  raccoon  coat, 

With  hose  that  shriek  in  stripes  or  checks,  and  hair 
That's  neither  long  nor  short,  but  straggles  there 

In  wispy,  graceless  strands  about  your  throat. 

You  are  collegiate  as  the  word  is  known. 

Your  dresses  have  been  cut  with  ruthless  knife: 
They  say  you  wear  scant  clothing,  that  your  life 

Is  shallow;  you  are  but  a  leaf  that's  blown. 

You  find  that  men  are  interesting;  you  bask 
In  admiration,  carry  on  your  breast 
Some  pins  of  curious  shape,  and  with  a  zest 

Change  frequently,  for  being  trues  a  task. 

What  if  you  knew  that  better,  better  far 

Than  xou,  these  senseless  ingrates  liked  vour  car? 

B.  F.  H. 


"I  met  your  wife  once  but  I  wouldn't  be  able  to 
tell  her  again." 

"I've  met  my  wife  thousands  of  times  and  haven't 
been  able  to  tell  her  anything  yet." 
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Chosen  by  a  hunch  of  hoodlums 
v\ho  think  Chicago  is  the  county 
seat  of  the  British  Isles,  shipped 
out  of  town  as  soon  as  she  is  se- 
lected, forgotten  as  soon  as  she 
arrives  home  thereafter,  recipient 
of  a  profusion  of  postman-killing 
marriage-mail — she,  indeed,  the 
unluckiest  girl  in  Urbs  in  Horto, 
we  have  the  honor  to  present  MISS 
CHICAGO! 


Insullation 

A    captain    bold    of    industry    ivas 
famous 
For  his  lofty  sense  of  Civic  Con- 
sciousness: 
With  a  lavish  hand  he  dealt 
Much  more  than  he  ought,  he  felt. 
For  the  furtherance  of  weal  and 
happiness. 

All  about  him  rose  his  monuments  to 
Good, 
All  around  him  praised  his  Civic 
Consciousness, 
So  he  dived  into  his  jeans 
And  gave  freely  of  his  means 

{The  next  election  went  the  way  he 
wished,  I  guess). 


Take,  Take,   Take 

(Apologies   to   Al    Tennyson) 

Take,  Take,  Take, 

All  my  hard-earned  bucks  from  me; 
For  Tm  nothing  but  a  student 

In  the  University. 
0  well  for  mother  and  dad. 

That  they're  back  in  the  old  home 
town! 
0  well  that  they  cannot  see 

How  my  bank  book's  fallen  down! 
And  the  classy  cars  go  on. 

To  their  homes  up  by  the  lake: 
But  0  for  the  touch  of  those  vanished 
bucks. 

How  loud  and  strong  they  spake! 
Take,  Take,  Take, 

The  rest  of  my  bucks  from  me: 
For  tomorrow  I  am  leaving 

The  University.  G.    B. 

Patron:   "Bring  me  some   roast 
pork,  peas — " 

Waiter:  "Say,  pretty  please." 


Our  Own  Peeny 

Listen,  my  gentle  readers,  have 
you  heard  the  story  of  our  brightest 
freshman?  No?  Then  I  must  tell 
you.  N.  U.  played  Illinois;  but 
Peeny  Tuff  couldn't  attend — had 
to  work.  (You  know  freshmen 
have  to  do  that  sometimes.)  But 
not  to  miss  anything,  Peeny  hied 
himself  to  Chicago  the  following 
week  and  presented  his  student 
enterprise  book  at  McVickers 
Theater,  where  they  were  showing 
motion  pictures  of  the  game.  Yes, 
Peeny  is  convalescing  very  nicely, 
thank  you. 


WOOLWORTH  HER  JOOLS 


"Where  are  you  going  to-night?" 
"To  see  'When  a  Man  Loves."' 
"Where?  " 
"Over  at  the  Theta  House." 

Hale! 

Hail  to  our  mayor !  Glory  in  the 
thrilling  drama  of  Bill  Thompson 
and  the  British  Lion  twisting,  goug- 
ing, biting  in  the  greatest  battle  of 
the  ages !  For  our  brave  and  loyal 
mayor  has  entered  into  a  last  en- 
counter with  that  insidious  propa- 
ganda which  is  so  poisoning  the 
mind  of  our  youth.  For  without 
an  unshaken  belief  in  our  heroes  of 
yesteryear,  in  the  fable  and  folk- 
lore surrounding  their  gladiatorial 
successes,  where  would  be  the  true 
patriotic  feeling,  the  spirit  that 
says,  "America,  right  or  wrong,  but 
America  always"  ? 

We  are  glad  that,  although  all 
unsuspecting  of  this  encroaching 
menace  up  to  the  present,  we  now 
see  the  path  and  can  do  our  humble 
bit,  even  unto  contributing  ten 
dollars,  to  aid  the  cause. 

And  we  hope  that  Bill  Thomp- 
son will  come  out  to  E\^anston  and 
burnourlibrary  to  the  ground.  For 
the  library,  besides  being  Pro- 
British,  is  an  impediment  to  the 
natural  acti\itv  of  our  student 
body.  ■  L.  B. 
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CHICAGO!  Deep,  deep  down  in  the  nether  bowels 
of  that  wicked  city  such  scenes  of  abysmal  in- 
iquity as  this  one  are  but  to  be  shrugged  at,  so  com- 
mon are  they.  Chicago!  and  the  fierce,  pistol- 
punctuated  loves  of  the  Underworld.    .    .    .    ' 

Panther-like,  Gashouse  Gus  has  long  fixed  a  libid- 
inous glim  on  lissome  Pat  Patchouli,  queen  of  the 
high-jackers,  but  she  is  sad  and  will  have  nothing  of 
him,  even  if  he  has  just  bumped  off  his  forty-eighth 
victim.  For  Pat's  last  nine  sweeties  died,  curiously 
enough,  from  shortness  of  breath,  after  a  rope's  being 
tied  too  tightly  .round  their  worthy  stems,  and  she's 
hunting  something  permanent  this  trip.  Wilson 
Avenue  Lu,  at  the  table,  thinks  much  the  same  as  she 
pipes  the  present  and  now  quite  dormant  king  of  her 
heart. 

Yet  it  is  in  vain  that  petite  Pat  Patchouli  curls  her 
red  lips  in  scorn;  futilely  she  quirks  her  slim  hips  with 


an  air  of  bravado.  Gashouse  Gus  is  a  determined  egg 
when  he's  in  the  mood  for  women,  and  he's  in  it  now . 
The  lustful  beast  seizes  her,  pins  her  arm  behind  her 
back,  crushes  her  in  a  mad  embrace,  then  twirls  her 
swooning  to  the  floor.  .  .  .  Help!  can  no  one  sa\e 
her^ 

But  keep  your  shirts  on,  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
Balaban  &  Katz  pay  this  pair  three  hundred  berries 
per  week  for  executing  this  little  Apache-dance  act, 
and  they  do  it  five  times  a  day.  The  next  skit  on  this 
week's  "super-super-stupendous  stage-extra\'aganza" 
bill  will  follow  immediately.    .    .    . 
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THE    DRAMMER 

SOMEHOW  CONDUCTED  BY  GORDON  BABBITT 


Season  O/riens  at  the  State  and  Congress 

Last  night  marked  the  opening  of  a  gala  season  at 
the  State  and  Congress  which  has  recently  been  voted 
the  most  popular  theater  in  Chicago. 

The  program  was  headed  by  "Saturday  Night  Fol- 
lies" which,  although  very  shaky  in  places,  was  pre- 
sented successfully  a  la  Eve.  The  audience  expressed 
its  appreciation  with  endless  hooting  and  stamping  of 
feet. 

The  occasion  was  given  an  official  touch  by  the 
appearance  of  Mayor  Thompson  who  has  been  an 
ardent  attendant  at  the  State  and  Congress  for  years. 
He  sauntered  in  reading  an  English  History  book  and 
acknowledged  the  applause  of  the  crowd  with  a  mere 
flip  of  the  fingers. 

The  performance  was  marked  with  only  one  catas- 
trophe. During  the  last  act  the  audience  became 
playful  and  began  to  throw  apple  cores  and  lighted 
cigarette  butts  at  each  other.  The  clothing  of  one 
person  caught  fire  and  spread  until  three  entire  rows 
were  exterminated.  However,  this  little  blaze  served 
only  as  local  color  for  the  hot  show  that  was  being  pre- 
sented on  the  stage. 

"How  were  your  fifty  cent  seats  at  the  Audi- 
torium!'' 

"Just  heavenly!" 

"Have  you  seen  Olive  Borden  in  'Pajamas'?" 
"No.     But  by  the  way,  what  house  does  she  belong 
to:'" 

"Fireman,  Save  iVly  Child  " — A  good  picture,  very 
hot  throughout. 

"The  Desert  Song" — A  delightful  production,  but 
dry  in  places. 

"The  Patent  Leather  Kid" — A  knockout,  but  \ery 
kiddish  at  times. 


^%P^ 


Henry  I :      How  wuz  the  show!" 
Henry   II    (just  back  from  the  Haymarket) 
it  had  many  shortcomings. 

'Ben-Hur'  is  running  uptown  this  week.  " 
"Hasn't  that  bird  finished  that  race  yet!"" 


Oh, 


Popular  Play  Comes  to  Chicago 

By  Burns  Rantle 

"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  direct  from  a  nine  weeks"  run 
on  Broadway,  will  be  made  known  in  Chicago  all  next 
week.  This  delightful  little  comedy  has  enjoyed 
packed  houses  during  its  successful  presentation  in 
New  York  and  a  record  attendance  is  predicted  for  it 
in  Chicago. 

This  side-splitting  comedy  is  the  work  of  John 
Galsworthy  (I  am  not  sure  about  that  but  I  think  so). 
And  it  is  chock  full  of  typical  Galsworthian  humor. 

I  have  never  seen  the  play,  but  I  know  that  John 
Barrymore — I  think  he  is  the  one  who  plays  the  part 
of  Uncle  Tom — plays  up  to  his  reputation.  Too,  I 
heard  once  that  there  was  a  little  pathos  in  the  play, 
but  one  cannot  depend  on  that,  there  being  so  many 
cute  animals  lately  on  the  dramatis  personae. 

From  this  review  I  know  you  will  all  want  to  see 
this  lovely  little  production,  I  mean  at  least  I  hope 
you  will. 

The  Inquiring  Critic 

Every  day  he  asks  three  persons,  picked  at  random, 
a  question. 

The  Question 
What  is  your  favorite  theater  in  Chicago  and  why'' 

Where  Asked 
Canal  Street  at  Madison. 

The  Ansivers 
William  Thompson;  America:  Mayor — I  can  say 
without  hesitation  that  the  Rialto  is  my  favorite 
theater.  I  like  it  best  because  of  the  congenial  atmos- 
phere that  exists  there  and  because  of  the  w  holesome 
programs  which  fully  satisfy  my  appreciation  of  art. 
I  might  add,  to  prove  my  enthusiasm,  that  I  ha\'e  al- 
ready bought  my  season  seat  on  the  front  row. 

Harry  "Lefty  "  Lewis;  Chicago;  Labor  organizer — 
I  can  always  get  a  big  kick  at  the  Eighth  Street  Theater. 
I  guess  that's  because  I  like  Bill  Shakespeare's  stuff 
and  especially  "Macbeth."  It  has  that  Chicago 
atmosphere. 

Joe  College;  Uni\'ersity  of  Chicago — For  me  it's  a 
draw  between  the  Haymarket  and  the  Star  and  Garter. 
I  get  a  big  wallop  out  of  both.  And  the  fillies  there! 
They're  a  wow!     And  how!' 
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The  Compleat  Speech  Maker 

Two  amoebas  sat  in  the  damp  shade  of  a  rock  and 
whispered  wistfully.  Thus  began  speech.  Among  the 
great  speakers  in  history,  King  Solomon  was  one  of 
the  first  and  worst — he  had  such  little  practice. 
Charles  was  the  IX  and  Omar  the  Tent  Maker  of 
great  speeches.  Charles  reigned  from  pages  476 
to  478  inclusive  and  reigned  so  well  that  Omar  sold 
an  enormous  amount  of  waterproof  tents.  He 
learned  his  salesmanship  when  he  canvassed  them. 

The  cultured  man  of  today  must  be  as  eloquent  on 
the  speaker's  platform  as  on  the  croquet  court.  Will 
you  permit  me  to  give  a  little  advice^ 

Be  interesting  to  your  audience  by  raising  your 
goatee  and  bahing,  by  allowing  your  Adam's  apple 
to  play  hide  and  go  seek  behind  your  celluloid  collar, 
or  by  relating  the  latest  scandal  in  the  Court  of 
Victoria. 

In  attempting  to  accomplish  the  latter,  bashfulness 
may  grasp  you.  An  Oxford  student  was  grasped  so 
firmly  that  he  shot  himsel*'.  But  bashfulness  can  be 
overcome  in  other  wa\'S.  Poison,  rope,  or  water  are 
fine  for  it. 

If  women  are  in  the  audience,  swear.  This  is  a 
wonderful  display  of  courage. 

The  longer  the  speech  the  better.  People  will  admire 
your   durability,    praise    your   perseverence. 

Avoid  dropping  the  "g.  "  Not  "the  man  was 
rubbin'  his  back."  Pronounce  the  "g;  "the  man 
was  Grubbin'  his  back."  Get  the  right  pitch  and 
throw  your  voice  out  into  the  audience. 

Coughing  is  inexcusable.  Many  a  speech  was 
spoiled  and  many  a  pair  of  false  teeth  ruined  in  the 
drop — all  on  account  of  a  cough.  Smoke  Old  Iron 
or  leave  your  teeth  home.  Demosthenes  smoked 
Old  Iron  and  is  now  rusting  in  peace. 

Demosthenes  of  the  Athenian  Automat  noticed 
that  his  customers  were  given  corn  beef  and  cabbage 
when  they  ordered  pickled  hummingbirds.  After 
feeding  ten  cooks  to  the  lions  he  discovered  that  his 
voice  did  not  carry  and  that  "buzzinboid  "  to  him 
was   "biffinkraut  "    to  the  cook. 

To  the  Greek  society  he  went,  and  there  he  prac- 
ticed every  day  until  his  voice  could  be  heard  above 
the  combined  voices  of  the  brothers.  He  learned  to 
yell  very  loud,  very  very  loud,  or  very  very  very  loud 
— whichever  he  chose. 

His  emporium  having  been  taken  over  by  Thomp- 
sonthenes,  he  meandered  to  the  Stadion  and  there 
sold  dainty  delicacies.  Because  his  voice  could  be 
heard  above  the  voices  of  the  players  he  was  beloved 
by  the  audience  and  met  w.ith  adulation,  lead  dimes, 
and  cardboard  quarters. 

Demosthenes  introduced  humor  into  his  speeches. 
Here  are  a  few  of  his  jokes  with  which  to  test  your 
audience: 

"Where   was   Noah   when   the   lights   went   out^  ' 

"  In  the  dark.  ' 

"He's  a  wonderful  pianist.' 

"That's  nothing:  you  ought  to  see  my  kid  brother 
play  on  the  linoleum.  " 

"Who  was  that  lady  I  saw  you  with!"" 

"That  was  no  lady,  that  was  my  wife!" 

//  you  are  not  witty,  or  only  half  ivitted.  take  a  Joke — 
say  the  last  one — and  change  a  Jew  words  in  it.  It  will 
land  you  on  the  revival  staff  of  some  college  humor 
magazine. 

I  am  including  a  few  speeches  for  all  occasions: 
CONGRATULATING  A  CANDIDATE 

I  congratulate  you  on  your  defeat.     Shakespeare 


"Going  to  the  stock  show  after  the  game,  Cicero^  " 
"No,   Austin,    I   don't  enjoy  these  animal  exhibi- 
tions." 

"Aw,  hell,  my  deah,  I  mean  to  a  burlesque  show." 

To  a  Friend 

It  is  to  you,  most  faithful  of  my  friends, 
I  write  this  lay,  and  let  your  praises  ring 
To  sky  and  sea  o'er  all  the  earth.     I  sing 
Your  virtues  great  as  far  as  Man  extends. 
I  see  you  now  before  me,  stroke  your  face: 
Its  glassy  smoothness  soothes  my  tired  hands. 
Your  voice,  so  soft  and  low,  has  loosed  the  bands 
That  bound  me  round,  and  brings  me  sweetest  peace. 
Soon  I  shall  sink  with  quiet  dreams  to  rest. 
Assured  that  you  are  ever  at  my  side: 
Your  hands  are  working  on,  whate'er  betide: 
By  night  or  day  you  strive  to  do  your  best. 
And,  oh,  I  pray  you,  do  not  fail  me  when, 
Mv  faithful  clock,  it's  time  for  class  again' 

^B.  F.  H. 

"We  shall  now  sing   Big,  Bad  Bill  Is  Sweet  William 
Now.'    Everyone  please  stand  on  the  third  word." 


said  that  defeats  are  more  triumphant  than  victories. 
Defeat  brings  out  the  best  in  a  man.  The  worst  is 
left.  I  sympathize  with  you.  In  all  the  time  I  have 
known  you,  ne\er  have  you  been  accused  of  taking 
petty  graft.  Yours  has  been  a  bigger  game. 
THE  VISITING  ACTRESS 

^'our  city  is  heavenly,  and  your  people  are  angels. 
It  is  truly  a  city  of  the  dead.  But  I  lo\e  it — as  I  lo\e 
death. 

What  would  I  do  w,ithout  my  darling  friends  here 
in  Waukegan?  When  I  am  behind  the  opera  house 
footlights  and  you  are  not  in  the  audience,  how  empty 
those  seats  in  front  of  me  seem,  how,'  empty  my  purse! 

There  is  something  about  this  divine  little  town 
that  reminds  me  of  home — home  when  the  decorators 
ha\e  just  left  and  the  maid  and  cook  are  aw  ay. 

Yes  I  love  this  gorgeous  city.  R.  R. 
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Blonden  head,  upraised  aloft, 

Circled  by  a  necklace, 
Though  your  languid  eye  is  soft, 

I'm  afraid  you're  reckless. 
Otherwise  why  should  you  tote, 

In  a  manner  open. 
Such  a  thing  around  your  throat, 

As  if  though  just  hoping 
That  some  man  of  Greek  retreat. 

Up  to  foolery. 
Will  lay  at  your  silken  feet 

All  his  jewelry? 
But  remember,  blonden  head. 

Gilded  spheres  and  three 
Always  to  mankind  have  said, 

"Come,  I'll  trade  with  thee." 

Thug    (Sticking    gun    in    victim's    ribs) :    Gimme 
them  papers ! 

Chicagoan:  What  papers? 
Thug:  Them  cigarette  papers. 

Ad  in  the  Chicago  Tribune,  November  20,  1927: 
"For  Sale,  Airedale  Puppies.     Will  keep  until  Christ- 
mas. " 


"My  boy  must  be  suffering  something  terrible." 

"Pleurisy?  " 

"No,  ten  cuts  in  his  projective  geometry." 

Chicago,  Chicago!  long  may  her  flag  wave. 
The  home  of  agree — or  the  land  of  the  grave. 

"What's  this  Field's  truck  doing  outside^  I 
warned  you  to  do  nothing  but  window  shopping." 

"So  I  did.  I  bought  a  dozen  of  the  cutest  little 
windows." 


Chicago  Beautiful 

It  can  now  be  announced  that  the  long-cherished 
plans  of  the  Chicago  Plan  Commission  have  come  to 
fruition.  Onlysketchily  as  yet,  of  course,  because  all 
the  loose  ends  have  not  been  tied  up. 

Nevertheless  one  has  but  to  look  upon  the  pellucid 
transparency  of  the  Chicago  river,  the  triumphs  of  the 
art  of  architecture  rising  on  Wacker  Drive,  the  Ghetto, 
picturesque  and  beautiful  as  the  bangios  of  old  Europe, 
the  truly  inspiring  stockyards,  mindful  of  quaint 
ranches  at  slaughter  time  (given  a  strong  south  wind) 
— to  fully  comprehend  what  strides  ha\'e  been  made. 

We  will  not  mention  the  intriguing  spectacle  pre- 
sented by  the  near  west  side,  with  its  array  of  econom- 
ical yet  indeed  palatial  hotels  (vulgarly  called  flop- 
houses by  the  untutored) ,  the  countless  mosques  of  the 
movies,  rivalling  the  cathedrals  of  old,  the  undeniably 
stupefying  rows  of  massive  factories  and  warehouses 
palpitant  with  clean  energy  of  youth  (too  square? 
Sure,  that's  symbolic  for  their  hidden  stores  of  poetry 
in  the  raw,  you  carping  critic'). 

But  enough.  The  crowning  triumph  will  come 
when  a  colossal  statue  of  our  own  Big  Bill,  Hizzoner 
the  Mare,  rises  to  sublime  heights  on  the  shores  of  our 
glorious  inland  sea. 

Ike  Flaherty 

"I  just  saw  the  man  who  built  the  University." 
"How  do  you  know  he  was  the  right  man^" 
"I  heard  him  say  he  made  the  University  for  twenty- 
five  dollars." 


"You  weren't  at  the  Northwestern-Illinois  game, 
were  you?  " 

"What  makes  you  think  that?" 
"I  didn't  see  you  there.  " 


Me:  What's  the  population  of  Chicago? 

You:  I  don't  know,  but  111  tell  you  how  you  can 
find  out. 

Me:  How's  that;" 

You:  Take  half  of  the  number  of  the  people  who 
live  there  and  multiply  it  by  two. 
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CABBAGES  AND  KINGS 


Weee-ild  College  Life 

I  wanted  the  wild  life  of  college. 

The  thrills  of  a  game  of  football. 
The   girls,    and   the    rum,    and   the 
parties — 
/  wanted  to  see  it  all. 
I  wanted  to  see  the  gay  parties 
Where  the  last  word  a  girl  said 
was,  "No," 
So    I   borrowed   two    bits    from    my 
room-mate, 
And  ivent  to  a  picture  show. 

Hungry  Patron  (to  waiter): 
Have  you  something  good  for 
today? 

Waiter:  Well,  what  do  you 
think  of  porterhouse  steak  smoth- 
ered in  mushrooms? 

Patron:  I  think  it  is  a  horrible 
death. 

What  worlds  of  difference  they  can 
make, 

Although  they're  quite  alike; 
The  clock  is  either  striking. 

Or  else  it's  on  a  strike. 

Advisor:  Would  you  rather  take 
Math  AA  or  Al? 
Frosh:  Yes. 


'"Doctor,  how  can  I  e\er  repay 
you  for  your  kindness  to  mC'  " 

"Doesn't  matter,  old  man, check, 
money  order  or  cash.  " 


"^'ou  better  have  vour  hat  blocked. 

"Why^" 

'  So  it  will  fit  your  head. 


The  Pinch-Hitter 

The  chief  editorial  writer  of  the 
World's  Greenest  Nonentity,  pub- 
lished daily,  sat  at  his  desk  tearing 
his  hair.  An  editorial  against  that 
most  evil  of  abominations,  Pacifism, 
was  due  in  twenty  minutes  for  the 
pressroom.  Quelle  faire?  The 
worthy  had  already  hurled  his 
vitriolic  invective  against  455,669 
college  presidents,  249,678  profes- 
sors of  history,  743,382  professors 
of  philosophy,'  123,456,789,000  stu- 
dent organizations,  and  against 
humanitarian  societies  whose  num- 
ber can  be  adequately  represented 
only  by  curved  space.  He  thought 
and  thought  until  but  si.x  minutes 
remained.  Suddenly  seized  upon 
by  divine  inspiration,  he  laid  hands 
upon  a  virgin  sheet  of  copy-paper 
and  married  it  forthwith  to  a 
slanderous  tirade  against  the  gentle 
practices  of  no  less  a  one  than  St. 
Francis  of  Assisi.  "There,  I  guess 
that  bird  won't  be  spouting  his 
Bolshevik  opinions  no  more  after 
he  sees  this,"  breathed  the  learned 
man  as  he  rang  the  bell  for  the 
copy-boy. 
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Debutante  Chicagoese 

/  burn  my  candle  at  both  ends, 
{The  reason  s  plain  to  me) 

Because,  my  foes,  and  eke  my  friends. 
It  cannot  burn  at  three. 


HIZZONER  MEETS  THE  KING 

It  is  the  long-awaited  evening  when  Big  Bill  is  to  be 
presented  at  Buckingham  Palace.  He  is  dressed 
faultlessly  for  the  ancient  occasion  in  the  traditional 
court  dress  of  one  (1)  flowing  cowboy  hat,  one  (1) 
pair  of  furry  riding  chaps,  two  (2)  lengthy  spurs,  one 
(1)  leathern  jacket,  and  five  (5)  pints  of  decidedly 
post-war  gin.  The  latter  are  not  a  part  of  his  visible 
decoration  although  his  nose  proclaims  their  joyous 
presence. 

After  the  long  preliminary  rigamarole  is  over,  he  is 
at  last  before  his  Majesty  King  George  V  of  Eng- 
land. 

Does  Huge  William  bend  the  knee^  He  does  not. 
With  a  bullish  roar  he  is  upon  the  royal  personage  and 
ere  the  halberdiers  can  intervene  he  has  implanted  a 
vigorously  and  genuinely  American  sock  upon  the 
royal  proboscis. 

"  I  alius  said  I'd  '  give  King  George  one  in  the  snoot,' 
by  Gard,  an'  now  I've  did  it,  s'help  me — Amurrica 
Furst,  Amurrica  Furst!  Guess  I  didn't  wallop  old 
King  George  III  one  'at  time!  "  howls  William  as  he 
is  dragged  into  outer  darkness. 

"But  your  honor,"  hollers  Supt.  McAndrew  who  is 
sitting  on  a  high  stool  with  a  pigeon  in  his  lap,  beside 
the  king,  "his  Highness  is  not  George  III.  King 
George  III  died  two  hundred  years  ago." 

"Then  who's  been  kiddin'  me?" 


Sir  Spike  the  Rat 

i. After  Sir  Patrick  Spens) 
{About  fifty  miles  after) 

The  big  boss  sat  in  Cicero 

Drinking  the  pale,  pink  ivine: 
"0  ivhere  can  I  get  a  good  bootlegger 

To  run  this  rum  boat  of  mine?" 
Up  spake  an  elder  gunman 

Which  sat  at  the  king's  right  knee: 
"0.  Spike  the  Rat  is  the  finest  gat 

That  speeds  boats  on  the  sea." 
The  boss's  steno  typed  a  note: 

He  signed  it  ivith  his  pen; 
He  sent  the  note  to  Spike  the  Rat. 

Which  was  snoring  in  his  den. 
The  first  line  that  Spike  read. 

A  low  snicker  snicked  he: 
The  next  line  that  Spike  read. 

He  roared  in  exulting  glee. 
But  sad  to  relate,  this  tale  of  fate 

Ended  ere  it  began: 
Before  I  could  get  this  ballad  in  print. 

They  stuck  Spike  in  the  can. 
And  then  did  the  sob-sisters  sob, 

The  judge  began  to  baivl. 
So  Spike  ivas  freed  because  there  was 

"No  evidence  at  all." 


E.  W 


"Use   the  word  disdain   intelligently.  " 

"In  disdain  age  you  can't  tell  women  from  men." 

Many  Chicagoans  are  in  doubt  whether  to  return 
home  or  not.  They  figure.  To  be — or  not  to  be — that 
is  the  question. 

Chicago  crooks  no  longer  sell  the  hay-seed  gold 
bricks — they  sell  him  diamond  horseshoes. 

Gangland's  watchword:  Don't  fire,  boys,  until  you 
see  the  green  of  their  money. 

"My  dad  operates  a  chain  store.  " 

"Groceries'?  " 

"No,  plumbing  fixtures." 


Chorus  Girl:     My  sweetie  went  back  on  me. 
lohnnie:     Gawd!     Did  vou  take  him  on  time,  too^ 


^pRTll^lWViE/HEIQrN  p'lJlDPUr  p^QOJ 


Hey,  There,  Have  You  Seen — 

It  was  early  morning  and  Joe  was  standing  on  the 
south  steps  of  University  Hall.    Harrv  came  whistling 

by- 

Hey,  there,  Harry,     shouted  Joe,     did  you  go  to 
see  'Heartbreak  House'  last  night!' " 

"No,  I  went  to  see  'Macbeth.'  Leiber  played  the 
part  and  he  certainly  was  good.  That  man  is  a  real 
actor.     His  technique — " 

"Hey,  there,  Bill,  "  Joe  shouted  to  Bill  who  was  pass- 
ing, "have  you  seen  'Heartbreak  House' ^" 

"No,  but  I've  seen  'Tommy.'  That  sure  is  a  great 
play.     It's  just  the  kind  of  comedy — ' 

"Leiber's  technique,  "  continued  Harry,  "is  wonder- 
ful and — " 

"Hey,  there,  Charley,"  called  Joe,  "have  you  seen 
"Heartbreak  house' ^" 

"No,  I  haven't,  but  I've  seen  'The  Play's  the  Thing.' 
Holbrook  Blinn  plays — " 

'Tommy'  is  just  the  kind  of  comedy  that  I — " 
"I  think  that  Leiber's  technique  is — " 
"Hey,  there,  N4ary,  "  shouted  Joe,  "have  you  seen 
"Heartbreak  House' ^" 

"No,  but  'The  Desert  Song'  is  a  great  production 
and — " 

"Holbrook  Blinn  plays  a  \'ery  fine — " 
"  "Tommy"  is  a  comedy  that  just — " 
"Let  me  tell  you,  Leiber's  technique  is — "' 
""Hey,  there,  have  you  seen  "Heartbreak  House'!"  " 
"No,  but  I've  seen  'Hit  the  Deck.'      It  is — 
Time  passed  and  it  was  already  late  afternoon.    Two 
( Continued  on  page  Thirty-three) 


Two  Glencoe  students  walk  to  school  sitting  down. 
The  girl  in  the  case  was  sexerely  criticized  by hersoror- 
ity  mother  for  risque  conduct  somewhat  unbecoming 
to  a  D.  G,  The  lad,  also  in  the  case,  has  maintained  a 
circumspect  silence  for  some  miles,  all  the  while 
deliciously  conscious  of  the  sweet  pressure  of  the 
lady's  wee  hand  in  the  small  of  his  back. 


HULA 

Pearly  teeth,  lonesome  eyes, 
Slim  dark  girl  from  southern  skies, 
\('eaving,  winding — ivild-like  grace — 
Supple  form,  laughing  face. 

Maiden  from  Pacific  shores. 
Were  primitives  your  ancestors? 
Tell  me  of  your  life  awhile — 
What  people  dwelt  upon  your  isle? 

She  glides  again  beside  my  chair. 
Her  deep-brown  eyes  gaze  on  me  there; 
The  questions  on  my  lips  hears  she. 
She  understands!    She  answers  me! 

"Well,  my  name  is  Grace  Smith, 
And  I  think  it's  quite  neat; 
I  iruz  born  in  Chicago 
On  Madison  Street.  " 


E.  W. 


"What's  become  of  all   the  whiskey  tenors  since 
prohibition!"  " 

"Oh,  they're  all  cigarette  sopranos  now." 


^'ou  know,  fellows,  I'm  supposed  to  be  a  humorist, 
but  I  couldn't  be  funny  today.  I'm  supposed  to  make 
you  laugh,  but  I,  myself,  am  very  sad.  It  seems  to 
me  that  this  world  is  getting  utterly  selfish,  and  lazy. 
The  chief  trouble  is  lack  of  responsibility;  people  are 
afraid  to  do  anything  that  is  hard.  They  keep  shov- 
ing the  burden  off  onto  someone  else.  I  shudder  when 
I  think  of  all  the  trouble  caused  in  this  world  just  be- 
cause someone  neglected  to  do  his  duty.  I  think 
when  a  person  is  given  something  to  do,  it  should  be 
done.  And,  say,  that  reminds  me:  can  any  of  you 
fellows  do  this  algebra  for  me!"  E.  W. 

Nit:  Did  you  see  "The  Student  Beggar"? 

Wit:  Naw.     I'm  used  to  that  old  stuff. 

Nit:  How's  zat!" 

\\  it :  I've  got  a  roommate. 
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'Evening  Eve 

A  little  tulle. 

A  yard  of  silk; 

A  little  skin, 

As  white  as  milk; 

A  little  strap, — 

How  dare  you  breathe  1' 

A  little  cough — 

"Good  evening,  Eve." 

— Miigivuml? 

"You  didn  t  hang  up  your  stocking  on  Christmas 
Eve,  did  you^" 

"No,  but  my  room-mate  did." 

"And  what  did  he  get' ' 

"A  summons  from  the  Board  of  Health." 

— Widow 

"Did  you  water  the  fern,  Nora^" 
"Sure.  mum.     Don't  you  hear  the  water  dripping 
on  the  carpet !' " 

— Chaparral 


'Miranda,  wassat  light  shining 
'Thas  ma  stop  light,  Rastus." 


in  vo   eves . 


-Cracker 


Lady  of  the  house,  hiring  new  gardener:  Well, 
your  references  seem  to  be  all  right,  my  good  man, 
but  I  must  see  your  birth  certificate. 

Prospecti\'e  Gardener:  Lady,  here  I  am. 

— Chaparral 


^0M 


Visiting  Nurse:  And  do  your  children  use  a  tooth 
brush  regularly' 

Fond  Parent:  Do  they,  mum^  First  thing  when 
they  get  up  in  the  morning,  it's  a  race  to  see  which 
one  can  get  to  the  tooth  brush  first ! 

— Froth 

George:  What's  the  difference  between  a  flapper 
and  a  debutante^ 

Bill:  Whistle  the  patter. 

George:  A  debutante  is  a  flapper  that  has  lost  her 
amateur  standing. 

—Red  Cat 

By  the  time  most  men  learn  to  behave  themselves 
they  re  too  old  to  do  anything  else. 

— Ghost 

A  leaf  just  landed  on  my  head: 

To  walk  I  m  hardly  able; 
The  leaf  that  landed  on  my  head 

Was  taken  from  a  table. 

— Sniper 


At  the  Fount 

Customer:  Chocolate,  egg,  malted  milk,  whipped 
cream,  and  two  scoops  of  ice  cream.  Beat  one  up  and 
let  the  other  float. 

Clerk:  Yes,  sir.  Can  you  come  in  for  a  trial  fit  next 
Wednesday' 

—  \\  idow 

Sweet  Young  Thing  (leaning  out  of  window):  Hey, 
ice  man,  do  you  ha\e  the  time' 

Ice  .Man:  Sure,  but  who's  going  to  hold  the  horses' 

— Lehigh-Burr 

Jin.x:  George  burned  a  hole  in  his  pants. 
\\  inx:  Did  he  carry  any  insurance^ 
Jinx:  No  his  coat  tail  covered  the  loss. 

— Mugwump 

Joe  Mope  says:  My  girl  may  be  active  in  college, 
but  she's  passi\e  enough  in  a  Ford. 

— Lehigh-Burr 


^^^ 

^^L 


I  had  a  little  onion, 
It  wasn't  very  ivell. 
1  took  it  to  the  doctor 
To  see  what  he  could  tell. 
The  doctor  took  the  onion, 
And  gave  his  diagnosis, 
r m  very  loathe  to  tell  you. 
It  had  the  halitosis. 


-Flamingo 


'Who  did  you  have  intermission  w  ith  last  night'" 

I  don  t  know  her  name. 
'Where  was  she  from'" 

I  don't  know." 

Don't  you  remember  anything  about  her'" 
Well — nothing  to  mention   " 

— Sniper 

"The  guy  who  invented  coffee  sure  used  his  bean." 
"There's  grounds  for  that  remark." 
"Sa>' — are  you  trying  to  pun' " 

— Octopus 

The  teacher  had  been  explaining  the  meaning  of  the 
words  "concrete"  and  "abstract"  to  Johnnie.  She  then 
asked  him  for  an  example  of  something  concrete.  After 
a  moment  of  thought  Johnnie  replied, 

"A4y  pants." 

"Good."  said  the  teacher.  ".\ow  give  me  something 
abstract." 

Johnnie  thought  and  thought,  then  he  rose  and  said, 
"  Yours." 

— Sniper 


Ain't  It  a  Grand  and  Glorious  Feelin'? 


By  BRIGGS 


Vjhem  Tne    Boss  offers  To  drop 

'ioO    AT"   ~^OUR.    Ho^^e    OM    HIS 
WAV    lb    The   CoUNy-TRV    CLUB 


AMD  Wnehj    HE   GETS    To   "tfov^R. 

hvjmble.   Shack  a,sks   to 
use    VooR    Tei_ePHOr^(= 


-AlviD     we    f^iNDS     HIS     CISARETTE- 

Case    is    erviPrV  While 
Vv/AiTiMG   o^J  A  Busy  uirsie 


-   AMD    Trier-J     HE.    PRAISES     YOUR 

T/^STc    IM    OGARETTffST,^  The 

OLD      GOLD^ 
IS    A    GOCAT  I      I    l^"-    SLf 


AM'P     VoU    OPFER    HlrA   OKIE    Of= 
VoOR    CIGARETTES    VJITM    SOME 
HESITANCY      KMO\AJlr-l<S     Ti-lAT    H6 

Smokes    am   iMPoRTti?   BRAf-^D 


OH-K-  Boy!   Aim  t    it   a 
GR-R-R^f~»D    AMD 


not  a  cough  in  a  carload 
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'Mary  Marrymore 

loves  to  sec  a  man  smoke  a  pipe"— but 
tuhcn  it  comes  to  hearing  him  smoke.! 

(_,  /  HE  gurgle  of  an  old  pipe  just  drives  her 
C/  crazy! 
(You'll  admit  it  ain't  exactly  the  gurgling 
that  thrills  from  the  throat  of  a  thrush!) 

To  gurgle  or  not!  That's  the  question 

Get  a  IJrinUIcSfi  Kaywoodie  Pipe !    That's 
the  answer! 

It's  a  juiceless  pipe — gives  you  a  dry,  fresh, 
clean,  cool,  sweet  smoke. 

The    easy-to-clean  ©cinfeleBS   Attachment 
keeps  juice  away  from  the  stem — and  you 
enjoy  the  smoke.  And  dear  Mary  misses  the 
gurgte ! 


Ash  to  sec  the  famous 
firtnhlrsB  Kavwoodie 
at  your  pipe  shop! 
Don't  miss  it.  man! 


KAYWOODIE 


larinfeleSS  KAYWOODIE  *^-*p 

Unconditionally  Guaranteed  C^ 


nally 

KAUFMANN  BROS.  &  BONDY,  Inc.,  120  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York 


Short  and  Sweet 

Scene:  Divan. 

Time:  None  at  all  from  the  girl. 
^  He  {disgustedly  glancing  at  her  ivrist  watch):  I  guess 
I'll  go  now.     It's  eleven  by  your  watch. 
She:  Oh,  my  ivatch  is  fast. 
He:  Well,  that's  something. 
Exit. 

— J  ack-0- Lantern 

On  the  Floating  University 

"The  Sophs  ran  me  off  the  campus" ,  explained  the 
Frosh  as  he  pulled  himself  up  on  a  floating  buoy. 

— Pitt  Panther 

I  call  the  little  chickens  "soap  flakes"  because  they 
Chipso. 

— Mugwump 

"Do  you  know  how  to  tell  a  professor  from  a  stu- 
dent?" ' 

"Oh,  all  right,  have  your  own  way  and  tell  it." 
"Ask  him  what  'it'  is,  and  if  he  says  it's  a  pronoun 
he's  a  professor.  " 

—  Widoiv 


Frosh:  Hey,  what  do  you  take  in  physical  ed^ 
Soph:  Shower  baths  and  cuts. 

— Siren 

"What  was  that  man  gi\ing  the  elephant  to  drink^" 

"Camphor.  " 

"Why  camphor^" 

"To  keep  the  moths  out  of  his  trunk.  " 

— Mugwump 

Cleopatra   (dying):  Well,   I'x'e  made  my  Mark  in 
the  world. 

— Lehigh-Burr 

"C'mon  in.  " 

"Do  you  think  Mother  would  like  it  ■'" 
"Sure  she  would,  but  let  your  Dad  take  care  of  her." 

— Jack-0-Lantern 

Ah  sho  am  in  an  awful  mess, 

I'se  mos  made  enuf  to  fight: 
Mah  doctor  prescribed:  "Chicken  stew  " 

But:  "Don't  stir  out  at  night   " 

— Pitt  Panther 

True  Love 

Last  night  I  held  a  hand  in  mine, 

So  pink  and  small  and  fine, 
I  swear  I've  never  held  before 

A  fairer  hand  in  mine. 
It  brought  forth  visions  of  delight. 

It  made  my  heart  beat  fast: 
My  heart  turned  light  within  niy  breast, 

.My  dream  come  true  at  last. 
I  pressed  it  to  my  burning  lips 

Kissed  all  five  pink  white  parts 
Of  that  dear  hand  I  held  last  night. 

That  Royal  Flush  of  Hearts. 

— Pelican 
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The  Great  Rescue  Act 

(Continued  from  (bai^'i?  Sevenleen  i 

petting  match  on  the  parlor  sofa.  They  is  60  trains 
leaves  Chicago  every  minute,  and  every's  the  one  of 
them  is  filled  with  guys  which  is  going  to  be  '"from 
Chicago  "  for  the  rest  of  their  lives. 

Well,  the  guy  which  the  people  hadst  selected  as 
Chief  Embezzler  of  the  Public  Pounds,  nee  mayor  was 
none  beside  himself  but  Wm.  Tale  Hompson,  prom- 
inent exponent  of  torrid  ozone.  Mr.  Hompson,  pure 
and  noble  youth  which  he  was  accepted  this  honor 
modestly,  and  begged  the  reporters  and  photographers 
on  his  bended  knees  which  they  should  not  put  any- 
thing about  him  in  the  papers,  but  shouldst  instead  run 
a  galley  on  the  president  of  the  W.  C.  T.  U.  or  some 
fraternity  like  that  the  which  hadst  really  done  some- 
thing to  uplift  humanity  by  forcing  a  man  to  wink  at  a 
waiter  and  asking  for  ginger  ale  instead  of  just  baldly 
coming  out  and  saying  "Gimme  a  dry  Martini." 

Enyhoe,  this  bird  Hompson,  being  such  a  tender- 
hearted baby,  couldst  not  bear  to  see  people  suffer,  so 
when  half  the  houses  in  6  or  13  states  got  shook  loose 
from  their  pins  by  a  overgrown  streamlet,  he  quick 
gathers  a  1000  trusty  guys  together  to  do  down  and 
tell  these  people  how  soorry  he  is  for  them.  So's  he 
told  them  if  they  wouldst  just  keep  sitting  on  their 
housetops  long  enough,  he  wouldst  go  to  Washington 
in  the  DC  and  see  that  Congress  passed  a  amendment 
against  having  any  more  of  these  floods.  Big  hearted 
Bill — that  was  just  like  him,  alius  doing  something  for 
somebody  else  without  getting  absolutely  no  reward 
for  hisself  and  the  other  1000  guys  besides  of  a  few 
paltry  dozen  pages  of  publicity  every  day. 

So's  after  that,  he  suddenly  gets  a  special  telegram 
that  King  George  has  snuk  his  way  into  all  the  history 
books  in  Chicago,  disguised  like  he  was  George  Wash- 
ington. This  emboils  our  hero  so  much  that  he  quick 
looks  up  in  the  library  to  see  who  is  this  George  Wash- 
ington guy.  So  thusly,  when  he  finds  it  is  our  first  prexy 
which  is  being  cassed  into  the  mire,  he  dashes  to  the 
rescue  like  a  infuriate  bull.  Thereupon  ensues  a 
desperate  hand  to  hand  struggle  between  Bill  and  the 
King,  and  though  overwhelmingly  outnumbered,  our 
hero  finally  cops  the  decision  by  a  margin  of  IbQ  news- 
paper articles  and  83  pitchers,  thus  nobly  rescuing  the 
poor  defenseless  kids  in  school  from  the  dastardly  plot 
of  the  King  to  convert  them  all  into  drinking  tea  every 
afternoon  like  the  vile  English,  u'hen  they  hadst  read 
about  these  things  in  the  history  books. 

The  funny  part  about  the  whole  scrap  was  thac 
Chicago  kids  don't  never  read  their  history  books 
enyhoe.  B.  A.  W. 

Once  there  was  a  likely  girl, 

Pretty  as  could  be, 
Registered  at  Northwestern, 

Pledged  to  K.  K.  G. 
Now  she's  toiling  in  the  loop, 

Pounding  ivory  keys, 
(Stenographic  artistry 

Nets  one  countless  fees). 
And  this  estimable  maid 

Credits  all  this  sum 
To  the  Kappa  chapter,  where 

She  learned  to  maul  her  gum. 


P.  McB. 


Tan  No   3975 

Black  No    1975 

Scotch  grain  ca'fskin 

$750 

Other  models  at  $8.50,  $10,  $11 

WALK-OVER 

SHOE  STORE 
607  DAVIS  ST.— Evanston 

JOE  HIDDLESTON,  Mgr. 
Downtown — 125  South  State — 14  South  Dearborn 


Thirty-one 
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— PIERSON— 

SCHOOL  OF  COMMERCE,  Inc. 

The  Pioneer  College  of  the  North  Side 

ESTABLISHED   1910 

Extends  a  cordial  invitation  to  the  Students  of 
Northwestern  University  to  call  and  visit  the  new, 
elegant  quarters  of  the  Pierson  College  and  talk 
over  the  possibilities  of  Specialized  Business 
Courses  in  connection  with  University  Training. 

The  Pierson  Personalized  Method  enables  any 
ambitious  person  to  secure  any  of  the  following 
Business  Subjects  during  their  spare  hours  either 
Day  or  Night  by  combining  Home  Study  and 
Private  Instruction — 

Gregg  Shorthand  English 

Touch  Typewriting  Accounting 

Business  Correspondence 

Special  intensive  Shorthand  Classes  for  Uni- 
versity Students  conducted  m  our  Day  School. 
These  classes  complete  our  regular  Stenographic 
Course  in  twelve  weeks.  Your  registration  must 
be  made  in  advance. 

Bulletin   on   Request 

1105  Lawrence  Ave. 
3rd   FLOOR— AT  ELEVATED  STATION 


UPTOWN   CHICAGO 


PHONE      E   D   G   E  W   A  T   E   K       1301 


P^' 
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Good  Things  to  Eat 


You  will  hnd  Library  Plaza  3 

food    good    food    always —  fl 

and    in    variety    to    satisfy  u 

every  appetite.  i^ 

a 

ICibrarg  l^inzn  Cafft^rta  a 

In  the  Library  Plaza  Hotel  q 

Orrington  Ave.  South  of  Church  St.  U 


Open  6  a.  m.  to  7:45  p.  m.  daily 
including  Sundays 


Side  by  Side,  Into  the  Setting  Sun 

It  is  twenty  years  hence,  in  a  cinema.  On  the 
screen  a  beautiful  girl  receives  the  caresses  of  a 
handsome  lover.  It  is  an  epic  of  the  great  passion. 
In  the  audience  maidens  pant  pathetically  in  rows 
and  youths  squirm  and  whistle  through  pursed  lips 
as  the  close-up  shows  the  two  murmuring  to  each  other 
in  the  marvelous  language  of  love.  Suddenly  the 
man  ne.xt  to  me  gasped,  threw  up  his  hands,  and  slid 
to  the  floor — out  cold.  I  helped  him  from  the  theatre 
and  after  three  fingers  at  the  corner  drug  store  he 
came  to. 

"My  God,  man,  was  it  too  much  for  you?"  I  in- 
quired. 

"Yes,  much,"  he  said,  and  added  fitfully,  "You  see, 
I  can  read  lips.  That  handsome  lover  said,  "Well, 
Baby  Peggy,  you  are  some  kid."  The  beautiful  blonde 
answered,  'Yes,  Big  Boy,  and  I  guess  that  you  have 
learned  to  wear  suspenders.' 

Now  I  ask  you. 

—Widow 

Eccentric  Elmer  says: 

Where  there's  a  will  there's  lots  of  relati\'es. 

— Octopus 

"Why  do  girls  prefer  baseball  players^  " 
"Thev  know  how  to  handle  cur\'es.  " 


"  I  had  a  sole  kiss  last  night." 

"That's  wonderful." 

"No,  I  was  hit  in  the  mouth  with  a  shoe." 

—Kitty-Kat 

To  a  Certain  Party 

I  don't  know  how  to  tell  you  that  I  lo\e  you, 
.^nd  for  you  I  would  lay  right  down  and  die; 

I  don't  know  how  to  tell  you  this,  my  darling, 
I  guess  it's   cause  I  don't  know  how  to  lie. 

—Judge 

Room-mate:     Wassamatter!' 
Freshman :     I  swallowed  a  pin ! 

Room-mate:     Thassall  right.     There's  another  on 
the  bureau. 

—  The  Beanpot 

Kitty:     That  Phi  Delt  was  faster  last  night  than 
he  was  on  the  football  field  yesterday. 

Kat:     No  w,onder;  he  had  no  interference. 

—Kuty-Kat 

Greener:     Has  the  addition  of  this  lunch  counter 
helped  your  business  much!* 

Druggist:     It  has  more  than  doubled  the  sales  of 
our  dyspepsia  remedies ! 

— Punch  Bowl 

"Why  is  a  woman  like  toast?" 

"I'm  listening.  " 

"Neither  is  any  damn  good  if  cold." 


-Punch  Bold 
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Were  you  out  riding  with  Jack  last  night? 

Uh-huh. 

Weren't  you  cold?' 

^'eah,  good  and  cold. 


—Red  Cat 


Thirly-iwo 


Hey,  There,  Have  You  Seen — 

Continued  from  page  twenty-seven 

hundred  and  fifty  people  had  gathered  around  Joe. 

"Hey,  there,  John,  have  you  seen  "Heartbreak 
House'?" 

"No,  but  I've  seen — " 

"Leiber's  technique  does — " 
'The  Desert  Song'  is — " 

It  had  been  dark  for  se\eral  hours  as  the  clock  in  the 
tower  struck  ten.  One  thousand  people  were  now 
crowding  and  milling  around  Joe. 

Joe  gave  one  final  shout,  "Hey,  there,  ha\e  you  seen 
'Heartbreak  House'?"  And  he  slipped  from  the 
crowd  and  went  home. 

"Leiber's  technique  is — "  rang  through  the  clear 
night  air. 

Early  the  next  morning  two  thousand  persons  were 
found  lying  on  the  campus.  All  were  physically  ex- 
hausted except  one  who  was  running  along  the  beach 
waving  his  hands  and  shouting,  "Leiber's  technique — 
Leiber's  technique  is  w  onderful  1  "  G.  B. 

I  see  a  maid  and  smile  at  her 

And  do  not  care  a  damn — 
But  another  comes,  beseeching  her. 

And,  God,  how  mad  I  am.  — \('idoiv 


First  Pig:  I  never  sausage  heat. 
Second  Pig:  Yes,  I'm  nearly  bacon. 


-Lampoon 


Plum:  Why  don't  they  use  muleskin  instead  of  pig- 
skin for  footballs^ 

Plummet:  I  guess  you  ne\er  tried  kicking  a  mule. 

— Punch  BoLvl 


That  f)cy  Ccvw  tAT^ 

There  was  a  time  when  Henry's  appetite  filled  her 
with  apprehension  —  nay,  terror.  He  would  —  or  so  it 
seemed — clean  out  the  entire  restaurant  and  exhaust  the 
waiter  for  the  evening. 

The  mean  fellow  invariably  ate  onions  or  fish  or  some' 
thing  detectable  at  a  vast  distance.  Or  so  it  seemed. 

But  now — ah,  but  now . . .  Henry  takes  a  Pep'O'roint 
Life  Saver  to  charm  his  breath  and  relieve  his  indigestion. 


Gifts  for  Friends 

and 

The  Entire  Family 


Choose    your    Christmas    gifts 
university  spirit.     Our  stock  is 

For  Friends 

Pennants,  N-Blankets,  jewelry,  pillows, 
sorority  and  fraternity  stationery,  desk 
sets,  and  fountain  pens. 

Mother  and  Sister 

Gift  novelties  are  appreciated  by  women, 
such  as,  imported  stationery,  candles  and 
candle  sticks,  vases,  china  ware,  and 
plaques. 


at    the    store    with    the 
complete  in  every  detail. 

For  Children 

Toys,  games,  ice  skates,  and  books  are 
always  desired  by  tiny  tots.  Come  in  and 
see  our  assortment  of  toys  and  games. 

Father  and  Brother 

Sport  goods,  golf  sets,  tennis  sets,  kodaks 
and  moving  picture  cameras  make  un- 
usual gifts  for  men. 


Oiandler's 


ii 
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Thirty-three 


AT 
SUN  DOWN 

WHERE'S  YOUR 
CAR? 


STORAGE  with  MAINTENANCE 
REPAIRING— GREASING— WASHING 

1725  SHERMAN  AVE. 


ANY  TIME 
JUST  CALL  GREENLEAF  4850-51 

We'll  Call  for  Your  Car 


HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFF.EE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR    OWN    SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


The  Test 

"Love  me,  hon^" 
'[Uh,  huh," 
"Love  me  a  lot  hon^" 
"Uhhuh." 

"Love  me  an  awful  lot.  Hon''" 
"Uhhuh." 

"Then  sit  up.  Your  sorority  pin's  tearing  mv 
necktie." 

—  The  Pelican 

"  /  call  m\  car  Dufold.  " 

"Why?"' 

"Because  it's  a  Parker." 

— Bison 
Guest :    How  old  is  your  wife "! 

Hubby:  Well,  when  they  brought  in  the  cake  at 
her  last  birthday  party,  two  guests  fainted  with  the 
heat. 

—  The  Siren 

The  boy  stood  on  the  burning  deck, 

Beneath   the  chestnut   tree. 
Who  touches  a  hair  of  yon  gray  head 

Dies — oh,  say  can  you  see'! 
The  sun  shines  bright  on  my  Kaintuck  home 

But  oft  in  the  stilly  night 
Thy  purple  mountain  majesties 

Hear  '■54-40  or  fight." 
And  now  the  day  is  over 

And  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep 
I   finish  quite  abruptly 

For  I  find  no  rhyme  but  "deep. " 

— Flamingo 

If  Adam  came  back  to  earth  the  only  thing  he'd 
recognize  would  be  the  jokes. 

— Octopus 

m 


"Have  you  heard  the  Joke  about  the  traveling  sales- 
man and  the  old  maid^" 
"  Why  of  course.  " 
"Weil,  u'illya  tell  it  to  me^" 

— Octopus 

Elsie  is  pretty  as  a  picture,     ^'eh — and  oh  boy, 
what  a  frame ! 

—  The  Beanpot 

"Hey  you,  why  is  the  water  below  the  fails  green  ^" 

"I'll  bite." 

"  It  just  came  o\er.  " 

— Bison 

Chi:  .\/y  brother  is  a  Beta  and  is  living  in  the  house. 
He  is  overjoyed. 

Omega:    Overjoyed  to  be  a  Beta  or  to  be  living  in  the 
house? 

Chi:  Overjoyed  to  be  living. 

— The  Siren 

"Tis  better  to  have  loved  and  lost,  "  because  you  still 
have  the  experience  without  any  entangling  alliances. 

— Flamingo 

A  chicken  in  the  car  is  worth  tu'o  ivalking  home. 

—Red  Cat 


Thirty-Jour 
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Well,  You  Tell  Us 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  fraternity'  man  who 
actually  went  to  college.  One  day  he  met  a  girl.  We 
all  know  the  story.  Finally  spring  came,  with  a  full 
moon  and  all  its  madness.  Then  came  the  parting 
night. 

He  pleaded  that  she  take  his  pin  and  wear  it.  But 
no — her  father  would  send  her  to  a  horrid  girl's  school 
if  she  had  any  love  affairs  or  engagements  before  she 
became  a  junior. 

The  boy  gained  new  hope.     Wouldn't  she  wear  his 
pin  on  her  underskirt  until  next  year  when  she  came 
back  to  school  ?    She  faltered,  half  yielding.    Suddenly 
she   drew   back   crying:      "No,    no.    it    cannot    he. 
Then  she  ran  into  the  house. 

She  threw  herself  on  the  bed  and  sobbed.  And  this 
is  what  her  roommate  heard  her  say:  "Oh  why  don't 
girls  wear  underskirts  any  more^" 


Sandy:  What's  the  raison  for  rasing  th  price  of 
gasoline^ 

Gas  Station  Bus:  W  hy  should  that  bother  you — 
you  haven't  even  got  a  car. 

Sandy:    True,  but  I've  got  a  cigar  lighter! 

—  The  Siren 

Becky:    For  vy  mama  does  papa  wear  duck  pants ^ 
Mama:    He's  studying  to  be  a  quack  doctor.    Now- 
run  off  to  bed! 

—  The  Pelican 

"  T m  just  crazy  about  my  dentist.  " 

"  Your  dentist!  ' 

"  Yes,  he  just  drills  me  through  and  through.  " 

— OctOJDUS 

1st  Collegian:  What  do  you  know  about  that 
fellow   over    there  ^ 

2nd  Fool:  Well,  from  here,  I  can  recognize  my 
socks   and   shirt. 

—Kitty-Kat 

Wife  (at  head  of  stairs):    Is  that  you  Johnny? 
Hubby:    Sure,  who  was  you  expecting? 

—  The  Siren 

Don't  forbid  your  date 
Luckies   and   such, 
If  you  let    em  smoke 
They  don't   talk   so   much. 

—  I  he  Pelican 

Football  schedules  are  used  to  show  what  chapter 
the  brother  sleeping  in  your  bed  comes  from. 

—  Yellow  Jacket 

Bashful  Frosh;  on  sofa:  If  you  were  in  my  place, 
what  would  you  do^ 

Sophisticated  Flapper  beside  him:  Cut  my  arms  oft 
and  throw  them  away. 

— Ghost 

She:  Why  doesn't  he  pick  the  ball  up  and  run  with 
it? 

He:  Can't;  it's  dead. 

She:  I  don't  wonder,  the  way  they  have  been 
treating  it. 

— Punch  Bowl 
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"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-motiths'  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

I  Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
I     before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 

in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
'  Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
I      and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 

life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 

lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 

other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No    Solicitors    Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President         i 
116  South  Michigan  Avenue 
I  Randolph  4347  12th  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

!  In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 

^ifc^b^^i^i^  (3404  oamfc^i^i^i^fc^ 
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Select  Your  Xmas 
Gifts  at  Pais 

Shirts         Neckwear 

Mufflers 
Gloves  Hosiery 

And  other  good  items  which  are  too 
numerous  to  mention 

Samuel  L.  Pais 

Clothing  and  Shoes 
821  Chicago  Avenue 

It  Pays  to  Trade 
at  Pais 
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Thirty-five 
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WHEN    YOU   THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

■* -,        .  THINK.    OF 


'"'LTrfsTo^',.?"      Phone  University(r37J54Z 
FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


Teas 

The  sorority  tea  had  been  a  great  success,  and  all 
of  the  new  pledges  had  met  with  the  approval  of  the 
connoisseurs  of  feminine  pulchritude.  A  very  con- 
ceited freshman  was  just  saying  goodbye  to  all  the 
newly  met  co-eds.  At  the  end  of  the  line  a  very 
stunning  girl  grasped  his  hand  and  remarked  in  a 
conventional  manner,  "1  am  very  glad  to  have  met 
you,  but  I  have  forgotten  your  name."  Thereupon 
the  conceited  freshman  threw  out  his  chest,  gave  a 
sophisticated  cast  to  his  visage  and  said:  "Oh,  no  you 
haven't.     You  just  want  to  hold  my  hand!" 

— Pelican 

Teacher:    Which    is   correct:    "The   girl    began    to 
walk  home,"  or  "the  girl  started  to  walk  home?" 
Bright  lad:  Who  was  the  girH 

— Ghost 

How  many  did  the  foolish  virgins  trim  in  the  dark 
while  their  wise  sisters  trimmed  their  lamps  and  had 
lights 

--Frolh 

How  did  you  get  such  a  well  developed  pair  of 
Boxing. 


She 

armsl' 

He: 


CLOTHES 

Ready-made 
And  Cut  to  Order 

ESTABLISHED  ENGLISH  UNIVERSITY 
STYLES,  TAILORED  OVER  YOUTHFUL 
CHARTS  SOLELY  FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE    IN   THE    UNITED    STATES. 


Suits   *AO,  *45,  *50  Overcoats 


/  say — did  you  ever  go  out  for  track^ 

—  The  Sour  Owl 
When  a  girl  says,  "You're  so  different,"  you  know 

she  has  been  experimenting. 

—Ski-U-Mah 

He  who  laughs  last  is  a  damn  fool  for  waiting  so  long. 

— Punch  Bowl 
"He  has  in  the  neighborhood  of  three  million  dollars.  " 
"That's  one  community   I  love!" 

— Cynic 

1  f  you  and  I  sat  side  by  side 
■m^^  .And  watched  till  the  hour  was  late 

The  fire  before  us — dreamy-eyed — 

Paint  pictures  queer  and  quaint. 
I  f  you  and  I  were  there  alon 

In  cozy  cushions  deep, 
"^'our  hand  clasped  tight  within  my  own, 

Why,  dear,  I'd  go  to  sleep. 

—  Yellow  facket 

Ode 

Brunette  girls  are  the  type  I  prefer, 

Ungentlemanly    though    it    may    be. 

Appealing  to  me  are  flashing  eyes. 

And   hair   of  jet. 

Brunette  girls  are  the  type  I  prefer, 

Because 

I  married  a  blonde. 


Bearly 

Camels  Hair 

Coat 

SI  65 


Bbbi 


Bearly 

Camels  Hair 

Coat 

SI65 


— Cynic 


Advice 

One  semester 
A  young  chap 
Went  to  college 
And  never  studied, 
Never  went  to 
Classes  more  than 
Once  a  week, 
And  spent  most 
Of  his  time 
With  the  co-eds. 
A  young  chap 
Went  to  college 
One  semester. 


—Froth 


Thirty-si. 


Open  a  tidy  red  tin  of  Prince 
Albert  and  give  your  olfactory 
nerve  a  treat.  Never  have  you 
met  an  aroma  that  had  so  much 
come-and-get-it.  Some  fragrance, 
Fellows.  And  that's  just  a  starter. 
Load  up  and  light  up.  • .   .  . 

Cool  as  final  exams.  Sweet  as 
passing.  Mild  as  cafe  au  lait  — 
mild,  but  with  that  rich,  full- 
bodied  flavor  that  bangs  your 
smoke-gong  right  on  the  nose  on 
every  fire-up.  You'll  like  this  long- 
burning  Prince  Albert  in  the  bowl 
of  a  pipe.    And  how! 


One  of  the  first  things  you 
notice  about  P.  A.  is  that  it  never 
bites  your  tongue  or  parches  your 
throat,  no  matter  how  wide  you 
open  the  smoke-throttle.  It  is 
one  tobacco  that  never  wears  out 
its  welcome.  You  can  stoke  and 
smoke  to  your  heart's  content, 
with  P.  A.  for  packing.  Get  some 
Prince  Albert  now  and  get  going! 


s  sold  every- 
tidy  red  lim. 
nd  half-pound 
midors,  and 
crystal-glass 
■ith  spo 


lop.       And 


of   bile   and    par, 

moyed    by    lite    , 

Albert  proce 


i>RINGE  ALBERT 

—  the   national   joy   smoke! 


FISKE 
O'HARA 


**To  avoid 
throat  irritation 

I  smoke 
Lucky  Strikes' 
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It's  toasted 

No  Throat  Irritation -No  Cough. 


